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THE “INDEPENDENT VOTER” 
AS A FACTOR IN POLITICS. 


T is one of the unpleasant features of pop- 
ular sovereignty that the People have al- 
lowed themselves, in a great degree, to 

submit to a sort of leadership, and to vote as 
their party leaders instruct them. Recently, 
in one of those murder cases for which our lit- 
tle sister State of Connecticut is becoming fa- 
mous, a juror described his business as that of 
a “ politician.”” And that is what is the mat- 
ter. Politics have become a business with us; 
and the millions of vote-casters among us, from 
the great merchant and lawyer down to the 
poor clerk or laborer, are willing to pay their 
direct (or indirect) taxes in order to sup- 
port in office a class of idle men who never 
think of earning an honest dollar in any of the 
ordinary walks of industry. 

The “ insolence of office’? was never more 
brazenly shown than it is by the flunkeys who 
lazily loll in the easy positions our voters lift 
them to, and for which our tax-payers pour out 
their ready money. 

Without being personal and mentioning 
names, any man acquainted with affairs in this 
city can name dozens of officials who are sher- 
iffs, or aldermen, or assemblymen, or senators, 
or coroners, or county clerks, or something, 
year in and year out, change now and change 
again, but always in office. However the dice 
may be thrown, if not double sixes, at least 
there are no blanks. And these men live in 
elegant houses, with all the luxuries of wealth 
about them, and yet they have never contri- 
buted to the material wealth of the country as 
much as the poorest laborer who casts his vote 
to maintain them in luxury; and although they 
manage the affairs and the finances of the great- 
est city in the western world, not one of them 
could secure a responsible position in such solid 
business houses as Claflin’s, Lord & Taylor’s, 
Thurber’s, or any of our great banking institu- 
tions. 

And yet, where these great merchants pay 
salaries of $4,000 or $5,000 for expert and 
faithful servants, the lazy loungers in our muni- 





cipal offices would hardly think such pay worth 
their acceptance. 

This is all the fault of the indolence of the 
Independent Voter. The mass of the people 
are content to be bobs to the tails of some pol- 
itician’s kite. This naturally disgusts the Inde- 
pendent Voter, who keeps away from the polls 
altogether. It is very funny to see an old gan- 
der wriggle himself under the rail of a fence, 
when there is an open gap beside him; and 
funnier still to see all the geese and goslings of 
his flock mechanically and miserably follow his 
lead. But when it comes to politics, and the 
prosperity of the community, it isn’t funny 
at all to see the people follow the party leader, 
without sense or reason. 

Now and again the Independent Voter shows 
himself; and when he does, Beware! Machines 
are apt to be wrecked, and the best-laid plans of 
politicians to go ‘‘a-gley.”” This has been in- 
stanced in this city during the late years in 
which Mr. John Kelly’s Graeco-Roman wrest- 
ling brought him many uncomfortable falls— 
and great defeat. 

Just now, in the approaching election in this 
State is the grand chance for the Independ- 
ent Voter. The Democrats don’t like Robin- 
son or they don’t like Kelly; yet thousands of 
them are going to vote for one or the other, 
because their party gander leads the way. The 
Republicans like or detest Mr. Cornell; but, as 
a rule, they will vote for him, because ‘heir 
gander thinks it the Correct Ki-bosh. 

Now was there ever a better chance for the 
Independent voter to come to the “scratch” ? 
Here is where we stand. Kelly is but the mule’s 
skin covering Cornell. Nobody for a moment 
supposes that John Kelly would ever be suffered 
to be Governor of this Empire State, or could 
fulfill the duties if ever a party tumbled him 
into the gubernatorial chair. In our long list 
of ex-Governors, thank God, there is no such 
sort of man as John Kelly. The question is 
not between Robinson and Cornell and Kelly. 
It is between Robinson and Cornell; Kelly is 
out of the race. Now, gentlemen, scratch! If 
you are a Democrat and don’t like Robinson, 
scratch him! But don’t throw away your votes, 
and above all think before you vote. Why 
should you care for parties or politicians, you 
thrifty merchant or you tired laborer?” What 
you need is a secure government, administered 
by honest hands, If you can’t decide which of 
the candidates you had better vote for.— 
Scratch! 

At all events, be an Independent Voter. 
There is nothing makes an American citizen 
superior to the rest of mankind except the right 
to vote for whom he dee-pleases. 

Do it. And if you don’t know how to do it, 
Scratch! 








THERE is no use in undervaluing the work 
that -Mr. Kelly has done in the country. He 
has won many votes for himself. How many 
of them will come out of Mr. Cornell’s expected 
majority ? 





OF all the New York daily papers, the Sun 
alone has not told a single campaign lie; nor 
once dropped into bad and vituperative Eng- 
lish. It has done noble work in cutting under 
Mr. Kelly with the diminutive hatchet of ver- 
acity originally wielded by the late George 
Washington. 





Vore, brethers, vote with care— 

A single vote for the Governaire, 

A single vote for the Comptrollaire, 

A single vote; but sound and square. 
[Unless you are voting for John Kelly and 
then you will vote just as many times as the 
Tammany inspectors think it safe to let you 
work the racket. ] 





Purkenings. 





Ir is time for J. Kelly to saw his boats. 





WHENEVER the Parisians open a new street 
they Rue it. 





Tue Canonchet candidate ought to have at 
least a complimentary vote in Brooklyn. 





In use of sounding words men are quite rash, 
They talk of mystery, and mean but hash. 





THE independent voter is likely to raise the 
old scratch with the combination majority. 





A TIGHT SQUEEZE—The one Adolphus gives 
to Araminta when they part on the door-step. 





THE only thing in favor of the Hon. John 
Kelly is that Captain Williams is ofa ‘Tam- 
many man. 





Mr. GEORGE WILLIAM Curtis strokes his edu- 
cated whisker and remarks: ‘‘ Do not absquat- 
ulate—erase.” 





REVEILLE, 


Wake, Sammy, wake from out your frightful nap! 
Another barrel quickly put on tap! 





Our Jury System zs a triumphant success, 
Ten men and a judge can worry two jurors out 
of their convictions inside of 96 hours. 





JupcE Depve, of Newark, has contributed 
one fact to the scientific record, of 1879. It 
takes just four days to starve a jury into a ver- 
dict of acquittal. 





THE Republican party is the party of sound 
money. This is probably the only consideration 
that spurs Mr. Kelly on in his efforts to get 
Mr. Cornell elected. 





Ir those ten Blair jurors had only been able 
to use the Bergh system of argument, they 
might have won the minority to their way of 
thinking in less than four days. 





THE gentleman who refuses to vote for Ro- 
binson because he is said to represent Tilden 
must view with pleasure the attitude of Mr. Cor- 
nell towards the Republican administration. 





Ir is said that since 1790 our Government 
has spent $1,500,000,000 on its navy. A tele- 
scope of sufficient power to enable the Gov- 
ernment to see its navy would cost a trifle 
more, perhaps. 





THE man who can vote, and who does not 
vote, at this election, is the kind of man 
who would not resent an insult to his wife. 
[N. B.—It is not likely that such a man would 
ever have the luck to get a wife.] 





Governors of Russian provinces have now 
authority to summarily dismiss any citizen 
holding office whom they may consider ned/a- 
gonademy—that is, politically untrustworthy. 
John Kelly and Ben Butler in Russia would 
be neblagonadejny of the neblagonadejnyest 
kind. 
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SHOWING THE CONNECTION BETWEEN SWEEP-STROKES AND SWEEP-STAKES. 


THE «TRUE INWARDNESS” OF PROFESSIONAL BOAT RACING. 
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MR. Hl. BUG AS A HUMANITARIAN. 


vi r some few years past the American 
people have been familiar with the name 

of Henry Bergh, as being associated 
with efforts to ameliorate the condition of the 
horse, the cow, the dog, and such other ani- 
mals as pigeons, rats and belligerent roosters. 

And the public, although it thought Mr. 
Bergh was rushing his theories in a rather crazy 
fashion, was willing that dumb animals, who 
cannot speak for themselves, should find a 
mouth-piece in Mr. B. 

Much newspaper controversy has arisen 
anent the doings of Mr. Bergh. There was also a 
controversy regarding Mr. Bergh’s name; and 
some wicked newspapers, (which no number of 
dollars would induce us to call our Esteemed 
Contemporaries,) said that his great grand- 
father’s name was not Bergh, but Hovenbergh, 
or Vosbergh, or Limbergh—we forget which— 
but some kind of a —bergh with a prefix to it. 
As we remember it, the case was never settled, 
but in view of certain published statements, 
recently made, we think it safe to say that the 
gentleman’s name is really Humbergh; or, 
to spell it in the American language, Hum 
Bug. 

Mr. H. Bug has recently fired out some 
of his theories through the columns of the 
N.Y.Sun, He has put himself up on a pinnacle 
as the one defender, in all this great city, of 
that notorious brute, Captain Williams. He 
has placed on record his theory that the fact 
of a man being police-clubbed is prima facie 
evidence that the man deserved it. He has 
wallowed, in fancy, through pools of blood 
which dripped from the public whipping-places, 
as he had seen them while journeying in Europe 
and Africa, and his soul rejoiced at the re- 
membrance. He mourns, however, over the 
fact that our Legislature did not confer upon 
him the authority of utilizing a certain back 
room on his premises, as a place of bastinado 
and blood-drawing of such unfortunate car- 
drivers as are bidden to drive a horse with a 
galled shoulder. He lifts up to fame a certain 
“Black Sam” as a blood-thirsty mortal ready 
and anxious for gore, as a manipulator of the 
cat-o’-nine-tails; and, adds Mr. Bug, if Sam 
turned sick at stomach, he (Mr. B.) would in- 
vent a flogging machine, which, ‘having no 
soul, would show no mercy. He finishes his 
remarks upon Man’s treatment of Man by the 
remarkable statement that ‘‘ mankind can never 
be reformed by kindness, moral suasion or 
coaxing.” 

We submit that Mr. Bug was born too late. 
Many very worthy people have a fancy that 
Mr. Bug should not have been born at all; but 
as the Fates decreed to allow him a brief period 
‘ of existence in this world’s history, it seems a 
great mistake that he was not allowed to first 
sniff the morning breeze in those earlier days 
when there was an Inquisition in Spain. As 
boss-twister of the thumb screw, or head crank 
worker of the bed which stretched mens’ bodies 
out twice their length, Mr.:Bug would have 
found a more congenial place for his sanguinary 























nature than he will be apt to find in New York 
in this Nineteenth Century. 

The people of this community have been 
very patient with, and generous to, Mr. B. He 
has been kindly treated by the press, despite 
his vagaries of turning a dozen or two of worn- 
out shop girls into the streets on a stormy night 
in order that he might remove a brute ofa car- 
horse that had a sore on its shoulder. We are 
willing that he should see to it that the dogs 
are pleasantly killed; and we can sympathize 
with his horrors at vivisection. 

We can pardon him much as a hippophilist, 
but when he sets himself up as the Apostle of 
the Police Clu», we shut down upon him. 

If he desires popular support in his efforts to 
protect the lower animals, he had better keep 
his inhuman ideas as to the treatment of the 
higher animal, man, to himself. 

And in his future newspaper revelations let 
him remember that a man who is continually 
making an ass of himself, may, in the end, be- 
come one, permanently. 
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IT is ‘not George Washington Childs; but George 
William Childs. Clearly the Sus owes the great grief- 
soother an apology. 


‘« There was nothing in the gift of General Grant that 
I could not have had.”—Except, perhaps, a little of his 
Horse Sense. 


NoTIcE.—To tramps; poets who need assistance in 
bringing out the first fruits of genius; canvassers for chari- 
ties; projectors of exhibitions; patent-right fiends who 
want only a few dollars to perfect the greatest invention 
of the age—and all others in need of pecuniary assistance. 

George William Childs says: ‘I never send anybody 
away empty-handed.” 

From interview with G. W. C., A. M., 
in Herald of Oct. 19th. 





THE EXPENSE OF MURDER. 


HE mania for murder seems to spread like 
an epidemic in the tropics. It attacks all 
classes, both sexes, and even children are 

getting it hard. Now, murder is very disagree- 
able to the victim, and to the perpetrator, also, 
when he is solemnly marched on to be hanged; 
yet murder seems to be one of the fashionable 
excitements of the day. It is a luxury, and 
must be paid for. Our 4-in-hand and Polo 
clubs pay for their little fun; our yachtsmen 
draw upon their own bank accounts for the ex- 
penses of their skimmers of the sea; Mr. Loril- 
lard pockets his winnings and pays his losses at 
horse-racing without troubling the public about 
it; then, why should A. B., because he wants to 
indulge in the luxury of letting out the life- 
blood of C. D., call upon the County in which 
he does the deed to pay the expense of trying 
him therefor ? 

Now-a-days it takes generally two or three 
trials to convict, acquit or half-acquit a party 
charged with murder. All the first-class che- 
mists, experts in poisons, and microscopists, 
are brought, with their expensive apparatus, 
into Court to utterly flabbergast a most miser- 
able jury. Detectives, at great expense, are 
employed for months; the local prosecutor en- 
gages additional counsel who are granted an 
‘‘allowance”’ of the most liberal kind by the 
Court; witnesses are summoned from all sorts 
of distances, and the clerk is kept busy in 
reckoning up mileages, attendance expenses, 
and everything which the cumbrous machinery 
of the law can grind out of the pockets of the 
poor tax-payers. ‘The bill against the County 
in which the case is tried becomes enormous. 

And what is the result ? 

Generally a miscarriage of justice, in a dis- 
agreement of the jury; or the ordering of a new 
trial from some legal mistake that neither law- 
yers, judges, or the press discovered until the 
trial was over and all the expense incurred. 

Look at it! Greenfield was tried three times; 
Bishop and Kate Cobb twice; Buchholz is going 
to have a second trial; Hayden is now under- 
going a second trial, owing to some irregularity 
when his first trial had but commenced; Cove 
Bennett and Mrs. Smith are soon to undergo a 
second trial; Saratoga county, in this State, 
would doubtless give Mr. Jesse Billings another 
trial only that the taxpayers growl at the enorm- 
ous expense of the previousone. In some count- 
ies the expenses of bringing murderers to justice 
is a heavier burden on the taxpayers than all 
the expense of making and repairing roads, 
caring for county buildings, etc. Now, all this 
is wrong. Either people must stop committing 
murder; or, if they wé// murder, they should 
guarantee the County against pecuniary loss. 

If John Kelly is elected Governor, as he now 
says he expects to be, we call upon him to 
tackle this subject in his imaugural message. 
Let him demand the passage of a law that no 
man, woman or child in this noble old State 
shall be allowed to commit murder unless he, 
she or it first covers into the Treasury money 
sufficient to pay the cost of his, her or its trial, 
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CHINESE GRIP. 


F all the stories that ever you heard, 
Of all queer things that ever occurred 
From the time that Pompeii old was covered 
To the period when America was discovered, 
At once you'll own 


That nothing was known 
As odd or funny as what I’ll relate. 


In a certain city, not miles away, 
A lady lived—so report goes to say— 
Who soured on love—resolved not to wed 
Any man living, white, black or red. 

A very rash vow 

You'll surely allow, 
But characteristic under the circumstances. 


For years she lived secure from intrusion; 
The older she grew the more came the blues on, 
And the fewer the men who passed her door, 
The greater the scorn that her countenance wore. 
But there are events 
That shape our intents, 
And upset the plans of statesmen and mice. 


Till there came a Mongolian, smiling so blandly, 
Who straightway opened a gem of a “landlee,” 
And at every house this discipline of Josh 
Sought for linen to go to the wash; 

And, first of all, 

Made a personal call 
On the lady aforesaid, in search of patronage. 


She opened the door, quite astonished to see 
The grinning, almond-eyed, heathen Chinee, 
And, with a dense frown on her Grecian brow, 
She inquired the business of Yang Chow Chow, 
Who stated his case 
With heathenly grace, 
And shortly after departed with a bundle. 


Whether ’twas the smile that Yang’s face wore, 

Or the snowy whiteness of the clothes he bore, 

’Tis a solemn fact, as I hope ne’er to sin, 

When he brought back the bundle she invited him in. 
He stayed just one hour ? 
By the clock in the tower, 

And was smiling from attic to cellar when he appeared, 


Yang Chow took to calling early and late; 
His queue disappeared from his celestial pate; 
Each time he came out, enlarged was his smile, 
And his eyes revolved in orbits of guile: 
* And at last it came out, 
And was spread round about, 
That it was to be a Chinese grip, sure. 


And new to conclude this astounding relation: 
‘The Chinaman wedded the cynical Caucasian, 
And forthwith his laundry he did enlarge, 
With Mrs. Y. C. C. as matron in charge; 

And the lady declares 

That oft unawares 
We say things that reflection mature would recall. 


Lem. E. C. 








REFLECTIONS OF A LOUNGER. 


III. 
BABIES. 


WITH PARTICULAR REFERENCE TO FIRST TEETH. 





yesterday afternoon, and I said that I 
would. 

The buxom maid-servant who opened the 
front door in response to our ring, bore upon 
her lineaments an expression of mystery. She 
said with emotion: ‘‘Oh! sir, its through.” 

“I’ve thought that girl was crazy for some 
time past,” remarked Jones as we settled down 
in his cozy little sitting-room, ‘‘and now I’m 
sure of it.” 

At supper, Mrs. Jones, who is exceedingly 
pleasant at times, was absolutely charming, and 
the tea was very good. Harmony is not a 
word of strength sufficient to express the in- 
effable placidity characterizing the conversa- 
tion which took place during that meal. Mrs. 
Jones broke in with a remark which turned 
once, but only temporarily, the tide of our 
peaceful gossip on society scandal, and sin. 


ons asked me to accompany him home 


fantile children. 





* George,” said she to Jones with the same 
preoccupied air which had been noticeable 
during the whole evening, ‘‘George, my dear, 
I have a great surprise in store for you.” 

“Thanks a thousand times in advance, 
lovey,” said Jones, looking, however, a good 
deal puzzled, at his wife’s peculiar statement. 

When Mrs. Jones left the room, Jones started 
upon a long list of suppositions as to the nature 
of the surprise which awaited him. 

“‘It may be that easy-chair she has promised 
me every Christmas since ever we’re married. 
But I have kind of given that chair up. No! 
I guess it must be the Newfoundland dog I’ve 
so often wished. But then she doesn’t like dogs. 
I guess it must be—”’ 

‘‘Perhaps,” I put in without intending to 
= pain, ‘‘perhaps it’s an extra long milliner’s 

ill.’ 

‘Hang it,” said Jones nervously, ‘‘don’t sug- 
gest anything so unpleasant. Besides, you know, 
it couldn’t be “hat, because she understands 
that would not be anything of a surprise to 
me.” 

Just at this moment a rustle and the sound 
of many voices was heard proceeding from the 
head of the stairway. Jones looked nervous 
and mystified. A moment later Mrs. Joues, a 
nurse and a healthy babe entered the room. 
The bouncing cherub was placed in Jones’s 
arms, and he was instructed to project his in- 
dex finger into the babe’s mouth, which hung 
conveniently open, with an expression of slob- 
bering idiocy. 

Jones complied, but not anxiously, and 
was earnestly questioned by nurse, mother, 
cook and housemaid, all of whom were now 
present, as to whether or not he had explained 
the sublime sensation of encountering the in- 
fant’s first and only tooth. 

The nurse then took the baby and, tossing it 
up, called it a “ sweet little lumpty crumpty!” 
After which eulogy she handed it to Mrs. Jones, 
who also managed to hurl it about two feet into 
the air and catch it on the fly. She appeared 
more delighted than her progeny at this curious 
exhibition of skill, and concluded it by de- 
nominating the babe a “dear ’ittle umpsy 
wumpsy.” 

To my astonishment, the infant was then 
shoved without admonition into my arms, and 
as something in the way of an exhibition seemed 
expected of me, I threw the unfortunate infant 
upward, calling it faintly a ‘‘ sweet little hum- 
pety dumpty,” which did not please Mrs. Jones 
as much as I had expected it would. I was 
convinced that Providence had not created 
and predestinated me for an attendant of in- 
The vociferations of young 
Jones when it came down wrong side up, 
uncomfortably bunched, into my arms, con- 
vinced me of this. 

My search for young Jones’s first tooth was 
eminently successful. The brat came near 
drawing blood. Jones remarked, in comment- 
ing on this incident to some mutual friends, 
that the child was in its /oofh year. He has in- 
formed me since that this was intended for a 
pun. 

I do not like babies. I would rather keep a 
pet dog in my house than a pet baby. There 
is one thought, however, that pursuades me 
against a wholesale denunciation of them. All 
great men were, at one period of their ex- 
istence, babies. Even I, at one time, was a 
babe. 

My friend, Mr. Tilden, has confessed to me 
that once ‘in the misty part, he was more of a 
baby than he is now. How wonderful are some 
of the revolutions of nature. 

Foot note.—Jones was much excited this 
morning. He says that the surprise his wife 
spoke of last night was only the long expected 
first tooth of that ‘devil of a baby.” 


ALONZO DE LACEY. 





nee 


NOT TRUE, 


BROOKLYN, Oct. 19th, 1879 
Dear Puck: 

It was lately rumored in Brooklyn that Mr. 
Talmage was to have artificial joints put in his 
legs and arms. I hasten to tell you that such 
is not the case, that it is entirely false, and a 
slanderous libel. It was said that these joints 
were to be inserted between the knee and ankle 
of each leg, and elbow and wrist of each arm, 
in order to facilitate a more pronounced em- 
phasis or mode of: gesticulation than he has 
heretofore been able to command. Nowl, for 
one, am glad that such is not the case; because, 
sometimes taking the notion to call in and see 
the “‘ greatest on earth,” I am sure that if 
he were to saw up the atmosphere of that place 
any finer than he does with the unbounded 
flexibility of his present number of limbs and 
joints, that it would be impossible to breathe 
it. I called on Mr. Talmage to ascertain the 
truth of the denial, and he evinced great joy 
when I revealed to him the object of my visit. 
He said that such additions to his structure 
were not only unnecessary, but might seem ridi- 
culous. When going away he gave me what I 
supposed was his blessing. As near as I can 
remember the words, he said (putting his foot 
on my head) ‘‘ Dominoes vobi Scum.’ Iam 
not a classical scholar, but I knew by the twink- 
ling of his off-eye that it was a blessing. I 
know you will publish this in defence of a man 
nearer to you than—the moon, for instance, 
and that it will be as joyful news to thousands 
as it was to Yours truly, 

D. O. GRatias. 





SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 








MacsetH—AcrtT IV. 

DRINKING was so general that even the most 
respectable ghost appeared “‘ with a glass in his 
hand.” Lenox invites his august master to im- 
bibe with the delicate query: ‘‘ What's your 
grace’s swill?”” The infant son of Macduff was 
advised to “ never fear the gin.” Again, it is 
confessed: ‘‘ We do not know ourselves when 
we hold rum.”—[Sc. 1—2z. 





THE surprise party was in vogue then, though 
many have thought it an invention of the pre- 
sent happy and ingenious age. Macbeth says: 
“‘ The castle of Macduff I will surprise ’—and 
he did.—[Sc. 2. 





TuHaT the Scotch nobility were choice and 
tasteful in their dress appears in their commend- 
ing certain toggery as ‘“‘ the fits o’ the season,” 
and when selecting goods for mourning, Mal- 
colm artistically suggests: ‘‘ Let us seek out 
some desolate shade.’”’—[Sc. 2—3. 





Lapy Macduff took sparring lessons: she 
inquires of her tutor: ‘Why do I put up that 
womanly defense?” Afterward it is admitted 
—‘‘ Our women fight.””-—[Sc. 2—3. 





Any fresh cause of grief was called “ a new 
mourn”; when frequently occuring — “ new 
oftens cry.” Such was the notion of English 
entertained by the Scotch.—-[Sc. 3. 





WHEN a parent was murdered, it sometimes 
so affected the child as to cause its instant 
death. So with young Macduff. He calls out: 
‘* He has killed me, mother,” and immediately 
keels up himself.—[Sc. 2. 





WHALING voyages were a resource for disap- 
pointed youth. Even the royal Malcolm says: 
**T believe I'll wail.”—[Sc. 3. 

JoHN ALBrRO, 
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AUTUMNAL MEDITATIONS. 





HE sad, serene, Autumnal days are here, 
Clothing the forests in seraphic beauty; 
Whispering to men of foaming lager beer, 
And epizooty. 


The west-wind sighs of joys evanishéd, 
Of picnics held within the festive summer; 
Of living in the mountains on rye-bread, 
And playing bummer. 


The raven croaks a very dismal croak, 
As Phcebus toward his golden gate approaches, 
Drear as the quondam boarder’s hoary joke 
Are tavern roaches! 


““A change comes o’er the spirit of our dréam,’’ 
Not that gross change which worldly men call ‘‘dollars,” 
But that which whispers solace from ice-cream 
And sticky collars! 


No more our ears are tortured by the fierce, 
Wild ‘‘shad-ohs” of the piscatorial hawkers; 
But now we buy our fishes by the tierce 
And slay our porkers. 


A fragrant haze enshrouds the distant hills, 
The snow-bird seems to grow more fat and frisky; 
The politicians post up flaring bills, 
And guzzle whiskey! 


Then ‘ by these presents ” know that Autumn ’s here, 
The glorious season of fresh pork and chickens; 
Bring out the brandy and the bottled beer, 


And play the dickens! 
Cip. 


PUCK’S PATENT TYPOGRAPHICAL TALMAGE.* 


‘‘The most beautiful figure in all geometry is a circle. 


on the plan of a circle. There are in the 





God made the universe 
natural world straight lines, angles, par- 


alellograms, triangles, quadrilaterals; ut these are not God's favorites.” 


—Rev. Dr. Talmage, 


in his sermon of Sunday, October roth, 





*) There is no copyright on this cartoon. It is built of 
in our composing rooms. 


“rules’’ stuck in putty, and the artist is permanently engaged 
his masterpiece has been produced only for the benefit of un-illustrated exchanges, 








IN THE STREETS. 


No. III. 


THE SMALLER PARKS. 


ie is hardly possible to commend too highly 
the urbanity, courtesy, and highly genteel 
, behavior of the Department of Public 
Parks. All the officials wear a dignified air, 
as if the parks were their private property. 
The president, the commissioners, the secre- 
tary, the superintendent, the deputy-superin- 
tendent, the architects, the clerks, the police, 
the messengers, the numberless subordinates— 
are models of generous attentiveness to a com- 
plaint, a suggestion, or an appeal. ‘‘A soft an- 
swer turneth away wrath” is ever before their 
minds, and to an outsider their benignity is be- 
wildering. 

But, alas! if ‘‘ by their fruits ye shall know 
them” is to be applied to this highly-favored 
section of the city government, then the whole 
crowd would seem to be a place-holding crowd, 
with as little performance as possible for all 
their fair promise. 

Your ‘‘ commissioner” is not going to fa- 
tigue you by repeating all that has been raved 
out, shouted and persisted in by all parties— 
the Ins, the Outs, the hope-to-be-ins, the hope- 
to-remain-ins —about that noble wilderness, 
Central Park; its faded shrubberies, its naked 
plantations, the wanton excision of the trees, 
too many wanting, indeed, the bald patches in 
the grass-plots, and the untended look of every- 
thing save in the great drives, where wealth 
and grandeur come to take the air. 

Your ‘‘ commissioner” will concern himself 
rather with a word or two on the+three smaller 
parks, more frequented and traversed over than 
all the others, and will take these, the City 
Hall Park (was there ever such a misnomer?) 
the Union Square Park, the Madison Square 
Park, as pretty sure evidence of the harum- 
scarum, heedless, slovenly, go-as-you-please 











fashion of these our public gardeners, their ge- 
rents and vice-gerents. 

Public opinion can have but little weight 
with the Department; for here, under the nose 
of the city magnates, our Mayor, our Comp- 
troller, our attorneys—nay, in the face of those 
wise-heads and ever-active fingers of the minis- 
ters of the great daily journals, and under the 
shadow of the depository of the intelligence of 
the whole community, the post-office itself—is 
the most striking area of shabbiness between 
the Battery and Fifth Avenue. 

Come across this Sahara called the City Hall 
Park. Stand in sadness beside the empty, 
yawning, miserable basins of the big fountain, 
now only a receptacle for hoops, boxes, rags, 
stones and rubbish from the street vagrants. 

Of the smaller water conduits, that facing 
Broadway is a “ dribbling feebleness,” that to- 
wards the Bowery is grimy, mute, inglorious, 
deserted. What is more desolate and poverty- 
stricken than a neglected, shabby fountain? 
Only two neglected, shabby fountains. 

The paths are possessed by excavators, pa- 
vors, diggers and delvers; the benches are in 
the last stage of mutilation and drear neglect; 
the grass-plots behind the City Hall are half 
covered with the earth from the dug-out 
trenches, and there is about the whole space an 
air of slovenliness and ill-treatment that it 
would take months to trim up and set in order. 
’Tis certainly the seediest-looking of the three 
parks which the public most patronizes. Union 
Square Park wears a more cheerful air. The 
fountain is ample, and its girdle of flowers is 
an object of affectionate care from the horti- 
culturist. But the benches thereabouts have a 
dissolute, unkempt look for the most part, and 
sadly need cleaning and painting. There are 
lamp-posts wanting their heads, like most of the 
city prominences just now. The surface of the 
broad walks, stone or composite, is cracked, re- 
ticulated and mapped, as though the authori- 
ties, the president, commissioners, secretary, 
superintendent, deputy-superintendent, archi- 








tects, clerks, messengers and hangers-on at the 
east side of Union Square thought to set out a 
lesson in linear geography. Noticeably the fa- 
cade of lamps and the aspiring Venetian masts 
would be more attractive for another coat of 
paint. The little drinking-fountain just now 
has neither cup nor water, All these are small 
details, but it is in these that our official care 
and heedfulness are seen. 

Happily for our dear Madison Square Park, 
if the day is in any degree favoring, it is so 
beautiful and begemmed by swarms of child- 
ren that it always wears a sweet, fresh face. 
’Tis the paradise, too, for nursemaids and their 
followers, as well as those that they follow in 
the shape of perambulators, which, by the 
by, have a tendency to wheel into line and 
dispute the way. 

The tramps prefer this pleasyre-ground to 
any other in the city as a dormitory. In the 
early morning they wash themselves in the 
fountains and refresh their soiled linen as well 
as they are able, and you may see their traces 
on the grass-plots, their fragments of old news- 
papers, greasy wraps for their food, and the 
discarded remnants of hats, shoes and tattered 
clothing. 

The alley-ways here are cracked and dilapi- 
dated here and there; there are benches with 
broken bars and half-worn-out backs. Some 
of the benches have been freshly painted, some 
untouched. The band-house is desolate and 
dirty. But, after all, the principal frequenters 
of the soil, the Nomads, the Bohemians and 
street Arabs are never tired of their haunt— 
sedent, aternumque sedebunt—and have only 
words of disfavor if the police interfere in their 
customary enjoyment and displace them. 

‘ Eternal vigilance” is the price of keeping 
these priceless public treasures in <p order, 
and “ eternal vigilance” is not to be expected 
from men in office who are here to to-day and 
gone to-morrow—hurled from their places just 
when they begin to understand their duties. 

HIvaris. 
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RUTHERFOORD THE GOOD. 





A TALE OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 





CHAPTER I. 


No man who’s wed will ever be at loss 
To know is he or is his wife the boss.—Rowe. 


T was a lovely morning in the early autumn 
of the year 1199. The rising sun poured 
its refulgent beams upon the Castle de 

Blanc, the ancestral home of the Haizes. The 
Castle was situated upon the bank of the noble 
Camotop River, near the centre of the Margra- 
vate of Youess; of which territory Rutherfoord 
de Haize, commonly called Rutherfoord the 
Good, was the Margrave. it was morning, and 
in the kitchen of the Castle de Blanc, for at 
least an hour, the ‘servants had been spitting 
chickens, when— 

‘“‘ Rutherfoord,” said the Margravine, as she 
dug her elbow into his fifth rib, “ it’s time to 
get up. We have a county fair to attend to- 
— 

x Oh, dear!” exclaimed Rutherfoord. ‘I 
attended a fair yesterday, and the day before, 
and the day before that, and—I hate fairs.” 

‘‘ But, Rutherford,” expostulated his wife, 
“remember your high position and the cares 
of state,” 

«I hate the cares of state,” said Rutherfoord. 
‘“‘ Nature has adapted me to preside over a ru- 
ral Sunday-school, or a rustic temperance club, 
and I like not the affairs of state. I feel so 
stale. I wish I had a gin-cocktail.” 

“‘A what?” cried the Margravine, as she 
bounced out of bed and stood in the middle 
of the room with her eyes flashing and her fin- 
gers working. 

‘*My dear,” explained Rutherfoord, ‘I 
meant a glass of seltzer. That was what Rich- 
ard Grant White calls heterophemy.” 

“‘T don’t know what that word means,” 
said the Margiavine sternly, “ but it sounds 
wicked,” 

‘‘It means, my dear,” said her husband, 
“speaking one thing when you mean another.” 

** When / went to school,” said the Margra- 
vine, slapsus slanguage was good enough Latin 
for that sort of mistake. Don’t you make a 
mistake, Rutherfoord, and take a gin-cocktail 
when you mean to drink seltzer.” 

‘No, my dear,” said he as he bundled out 
of bed. 

Rutherfoord washed and dressed himself and, 
remarking that he would slip down-stairs and 
examine the papers, left the room. 

Madame the Margravine continued to deck 
her fair person for the fair. Finally she took 
her back-hair from the nail on which it hung 
at night, and as she pinned it to her head she 
hummed the following old ditty: 


*¢ Oh, dear, what can the matter be? 

Oh, dear, what can the matter be? 

Oh, dear, what can the matter be? 
Rutherfoord’s sick of the fairs.” 


CuHapter II, 


Lovisonp.—Whence comes this cavalcade ? 
Cuartes.—I know not. Perchance from Bedlam. 
—OL-p Pray. 

"Twas ten o’clock, a.m. Rutherfoord, ar- 
rayed in his store-clothes, and wrapping his 
ulster around him, stood on the front-stoop of 
the Castle. 

‘What ho, my horse!” he cried. 

In five minutes a dozen grooms had brought 
a dozen horses. 

“Know, vile caitiffs,” cried Rutherfoord, 
‘that when I propose to ride the horses must 
be here when I step on the stoop, or I’ll send 
you to the deepest dungeon ’neath the Castle’s 


added, as he tapped the top of his plug-hat 
with his finger. 

Then those who were to accompany him ap- 
proached. The Margravine was .adorned in 
the latest style, and stood by Rutherfoord’s side. 
Now came Rutherfoord’s Spruch-Sprecher (sayer 
of long sentences), and his Minne-Singer (player 
on the piano and song-singer), and his Hof- 
Narr (doer of funny things, such as sending 
battle-ships up the Mississippi). 

They mounted upon their steeds, and boldly 
and manfully they made their way towards the 
tent in which was held the county fair. Ruth- 
erfoord rode his Arabian charger, the Margra- 
vine caracoled upon her dark-colored jennet, 
and the rest of the troop were mounted on 
piebald ponies. 

‘“‘ Rutherfoord,” said his wife, ‘‘I wish our 
folks could see us now. They’d be compelled 
to admit that we are some—some—”’ 

‘“‘ Pumpkins,” suggested Rutherfoord. 

“‘ You're a fool!”’ said the Margravine. 

“That’s not an original observation with 
you,” added he with a sigh. 





CHAPTER Ill. 


Cot1x—What shall I say to him, who’s so obtuse ? 
DarHns—Why, boo! say boo to him, and call him goose. 
SHerHERD’s CALENDAR. 

The tent in which the country fair was held 
was crowded with people and—things, when 
Rutherfoord entered. He was ushered in by the 
chairman, who treated the Margrave and his 
party with great deference, and pointed out 
to them the most remarkable objects there. 
Rutherford and his wife viewed with delight 
the giant turnips and squashes, which were 
spread before them. 

“« My dear,” exclaimed Rutherford, “look at 
that cabbage. Why, it is fully as big as your 
head, hat and all!” 

‘‘ And has more in it than your head has,” 
added the Margravine, sharply. 








moat, That’s the kind of a hair-pin I am,” he 


That discouraged Rutherford, and he merely 
observed the giant tomatoes and corn without 
remark. 

Presently they passed a smaller tent, and 
Rutherfoord inquired of his conductor what it 
was designed. 

‘“‘ For to feast in, your honor,” said the chair- 
man, bowing. 

“Ts everything free?” asked Rutherfoord 
eagerly. 

“‘ Everything,” responded the chairman. 

‘“‘ Then,” cried Rutherfoord, turning to the 
throng that surrounded him, “I order that 
there be distributed, among my good lieges 
here present, a butt of Malms—” 

‘“‘Rutherfoord!” cried the Margravine, ere he 
could name the wine. 

“A butt of soda-water, my dear,” explained 
he. 

Those who had taken off their hats, to throw 
them in the air, replaced them on their heads, 
and uttered some mild cheers. Soda-water is 
not a cheerful drink. 

Then Rutherfoord ascended a platform, in 
order that he might address his liege subjects. 
He explained to them fully that the times were 
very good, crops large, business active, and 
money plenty, and that, though heaven had 
had some little to do with it, yet those good 
things were chiefly due to him, Rutherfoord, 
their Margrave. He was expatiating at great 
length on this proposition, much to the delight 
of the Margravine, who sat close by him, and 
nodded her head repeatedly in approval, when 
the manager approached him, and whispered in 
his ear. 

‘‘ You're sure your goose is cooked?” asked 
Rutherfoord of the manager. 

“Certain,” answered the chairman. 


He winked to the Margravine, who edged 
away towards the lunch tent. 

** And now, my liege subjects,” said Ruther- 
foord, “I must retire, but I will leave my Spruch- 
Sprecher here to address you. His words of 
wisdom you will find ‘linked sweetness long 
drawn out.’ I would speak longer, but I am 
informed that the goose—the noble emblem of 
the house of Haize—is done to a turn. Not 
only is it the emblem of our house, but it is my 
favorite fodder.” 

And then the noble speaker added, as if the 
words came from his stom—that is, heart—the 
old rhyme: 

‘* For it is my opinion 
That, stuffed with sage and inyon, 
No bird that flies 
Is half so nice 
As goose, with sage and inyon.” 





“Carrer IV, 
Out of his jaws his breath 
Voileyed and thundered.—Tennyson. 

The Spruch Sprecher took the stand as soon 
as Rutherfoord had retired. He spoke during 
all the time the feast lasted, during all the post- 
prandial toasts, during all the time that Ruther- 
foord was filling himself with soda-water and 
Vichy, and during all the time that Rutherfoord 
and the feasters were making another examina- 
tion of the turnips, and cabbages, and squashes. 
When Rutherfoord and his party again arrived 
at the platform, the Spruch-Sprecher had reached 
a colon, and everybody agreed to wait until he 
struck a period. They waited and waited, till 
finally, when darkness came down, they went 
away. Everything was removed from the fair 
grounds, and the tent was taken away, and yet 
that Spruch-Sprecher kept talking. 

Meanwhile Rutherfoord and the rest of his 
party rode sadly homeward. Rutherfoord was 
too full of goose to feel comfortable. When 
they reached the castle he felt worse. 

‘* My dear,” said he to his wife, ‘‘I do not 
feel very well, I think about a thimble-full of 
gin—’ 

‘No, no, Rutherfoord,” said the Margravine, 
“that is the way confirmed sots are made. 
Taking liquor medicinally is a very dangerous 
thing. I know what will do you good. A little 
nice herb-tea is the thing.” 

“‘ There, there, my dear,” exclaimed Ruther- 
foord with a wry face, ‘‘I am quite well now.” 

At about 2 o’clock a.m there was a terrible 
ringing at the front-door of the Castle de Blanc. 
Rutherfoord rose from his bed, and groped his 
way down-stairs. As he opened the door, the 
Spruch-Sprecher entered. 

“Did you strike a period?” asked Ruther- 
foord. 

‘* About one o’clock,”’ answered the Spruch- 
Sprecher. ‘It’s the longest sentence on record, 
and I am exhausted. I must hurry to my rooms 
and get a drop of gin.” 

“‘My dear fellow,” cried Rutherfoord, seizing 
the Spruch-Sprecher's arm, “let me help you to 
your room.” 

At half-past two o’clock Rutherfoord returned 
to his waiting wife. As he placed his head on 
the pillow the Margravine sat up. 

‘* Rutherfoord,” she cried, ‘‘ have you been 
drinking? I smell gin!” 

‘“No, my dear,” said Rutherfoord slowly, 
“but the Spruch-Sprecher was full of it when 1 
let him in, and he breathed his breath all over 
me.” 

‘¢ Rutherfoord,” said the Margravine, as she 
again placed her head on the pillow, “ we must 
send that Sp/uch-Sprecher on a mission some- 
where.” 

““Yes, my dear, I—hic—dquite agree with 
you—-hic,” said Rutherfoord. 

Then Rutherfoord the Good and his wife fell 
asleep, and dreamed of thousands of county 





“Then I am all with you,” exclaimed 
Rutherfoord. 


fairs yet to come. 
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THE KELLY CANVASS. 





CLOSE D! 


AMID IMMENSE ENTHUSIASM. 


THE HON. JOHN AT BINGHAMTON 
AND IN NEW JERSEY. 


Last and Latest Reports from the ‘‘Herald” 
Commissioner. 


ALL FOR 10 CENTS. 








( TaMMANY HALL, 
{ October 28th, 1878. 

Our boom is boomed. We are home again, 
and the great canvass is closed. All is in 
readiness for the election of the Hon. J. Kelly. 
We await that grand event in perfect faith. 

I promised that I would write you from 
Binghamton; but so electric was our success 
there that I got more or less electrified, my- 
self—so electrified, in fact, that I ceased to 
take any interest even in the great and ever- 
living controversy as to whether the name of 
that enterprising town is spelled with a / or 
without a #. 

We were warmly welcomed at the Imbibers’ 
Home—better known as the Asylum for the 
Alcoholic, Indeed, it was all plain sailing. We 
found many old friends, and several members 
of our party could not tear themselves away 
from that happy home, and have engaged 
lodgings there permanently. 

We approached the guests of the Home on a 
cocktail basis, and at once secured their adhe- 
sion to the Truly Democratic principles repre- 
sented by the Hon. John. We have the signa- 
tures of all in the institution to attest this fact. 
We cut the said signatures off a temperance 
pledge in the superintendent’s office. 

Inebriety is our friend. These genial souls, 
secluded from a too ascetic world by the irra- 
tional popular prejudice against jim-jams, are 
all arrayed on the side of Kelly and free govern- 
ment. The line of the arrayed isa little erratic; 
but every man jack of them is loyal and thirsty. 

But Binghampton is way back on the path 
of glory. Greater triumphs have eclipsed the 
brilliancy of that one. It is no longer an insti- 
tution—a town—that we have captured. We 
have taken ina STATE. Yes, sir, a State. New 
Jersey is ours. Ours or Cornell’s—it makes no 
difference. Anything to beat Robinson. 

And of course, Mr. Cornell will keep, after 
election, the promises he made before. Republi- 
cans are proverbially uncertain; but Mr. Cor- 
nell has said he would fix things, and he will. 

We crossed from New York to Ditto Jersey 
on Monday, and our route has been one con- 
tinual string of ovations. Trenton’s corrective 
institution stretched outssheltering arms to us, 

and Bergen Point actually yearned for our 
coming. In the upper part of the State, horny- 
handed farmers wept tears of joy as they saw 
us coming, and shed the brine of grief as we 
left. If I have got this thing mixed, impute it 
rather to enthusiasm than to Jersey apple-jack. 
All I know is, there were tears shed when we 
left. The farmers’ hearts were full, and their 


hen-roosts were empty. 
And so the great campaign is closed—ciosed | 





with a coup d’état that is literally a stroke for 
a State. The Detained of Justice, the Men- 
tally Off and the Habitually Inebriate are all 
won over to the cause—the combination cause 
of Kelly and Cornell. Hail to the genius of 
the Hon. John! The eternal principles of Truth 
and Tammany are Triumphant. 

P. S.—Oct. 29th.—Only, some low-down 
miscreant and hound has just come in to say 
that all our enthusiastic lunatics, inebriates, 
and Jerseymen HAVE NO VOTE. 

This is an element of uncertainty we had 
not taken into consideration. 

But what matters it? If they can’t vote for 
us, they can’t vote for Robinson. And at least 
we shall have disrupted the Democracy. 











The Sun says that Alonzo Cornell, the Combination 
Candidate, looks like GEORGE WASHINGTON. 
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ad Actor—or anything eise vou please. 


/ deal of unnecessarwy starwing at. 


| such wecweation is agweeable to her. 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CXI. 
ENGAGED, 


Ya-as, I weally 
didn’t know that 
my sojourn in this 
countwy had cwe- 
f. ated such a sensa- 
Wy, tion. I find that 
Wy the fact of my be- 
ing engaged to 
Miss Marguerwite 
has waised quite a 
considerwable amount of curwiosity in me and 
the young woman. 

Ye see, it’s wathah an unusual thing faw an 
English fellaw in our set to have made arwange- 
ments faw a matwimonial alliance with an 
Amerwican young woman, although, as I have 
wemarked on severwal pwevious occasions, it 
has been done befaw. 

I nevah entah any of the clubs now without 
all the membahs wemarking to one anothah, 
‘‘Aw that is the fellaw who is going to marwy 
Miss Marguerwite.”’ 

It’s doosid disagweeable, although I do not 
let it twouble me much, because, on consider- 
wation, I wemembah that the exceedingly 
pwimitive society, of which club life he-ah is 
one of the charwacterwistics, has not been 
wendahed familiah with association with the 
wight set. I mean the set to which Jack and I 
belong to in Gweat Bwitain, and Miss Mar- 
guerwite, aw when she becomes the Honorwa- 
ble Mrs. Fitznoodle, will have the aw honah of 
enterwing. 

I have now the pwivilege of going out dwiv- 
ing or widing with the young woman, without 
exciting extwaordinarwy wemark, as often as 
I am al- 
so her wegulah attendant at the operwa. By 
the way, aw Mapleson is he-ah again with an 














operwa twoupe, but compwising no verwy gweat 


| Names, 


Howevah, I find that wherevah I wandah 
about with her we invarwiably weceive a gweat 
I wondah 
whethah the populace sees anything wemarka- 
bly stwange or attwactive in my appearwance ? 
But perwhaps they are attwacted by Miss Mar- 
guerwite’s beauty. If this should pwove to be 
the case, I can’t exactly say I’m surpwised, and 
besides it’s wathah complimentarwy to my ex- 
cellent taste, even if it does only weceive ap- 
pweciation from a cwowd of ordinarwy Amer- 
wicans, 

The last time I expwessed my opinions with 
weferwence to my aw engagement, I observed 
that the date of the nuptial cerwemony had 
not yet been arwanged. No decision has been 
arwived at so far in the aw mattah, but—to use 
an Amerwicanism—I shall not wush things. 

Anothah thing which appe-ahs to afford con- 
siderwable anxiety to the wich people, who look 
upon themselves as leadahs of such society as 
is he-ah, is as to what countwy I shall take up 
as my permanent place of wesidence. 

Of course I can’t possibly say faw the pwe- 
sent, but, as Jack facetiously wemarked, I don’t 
think it will be Austwia, Wussia, Pwussia, 
Gweece—aw nor Fwance. Perwhaps it will be 
Gweat Bwitain, and not impwobably Amer- 
wica. But Miss Marguerwite and I have not 
yet had any discussion about this comparwi- 
tively twivial mattah aw. 


Numbers 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 10, 37, 48, 46 
and 84 of Puck will be hought at this office, No. 21 
& 23 Warren St, at LO CENTS per copy; 
and Numbers 9, 14, 26, 58, 56 and 58 at 2S 
CENTS per copy. 

pa In sending copies by mail please roll lengthwise. 
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What’s a Siamese Twin 


AFTER ELECTION. 


The Side-Show busted. 
without his Partner? 
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AFTER ELECTION. 
Two scratched faces that Puck would like to sec 


UFRAGE AS PUCK WOULD HAVE 
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TO MY UMBRELLA. 





O Lost hand-parachute, 
How sadly I look everywhere for thee! 
I fear some strange galoot 
With all thy beauties now is makiug free. 


How great thy charm 

Was when Prob. said the day would not be fine! 
Then, ’neath my arm, 

Td softly press thy yielding ribs ’gainst mine, 
Unless the falling rain 

Warned me to shake thy silken garment free, 

| That I might prove again 

Thou wast not a fair weather friend to me. 
In rain or storm 

Thou willingly didst e’er keep 
But now thy form 

I'll never see again, and hence this tear. 


by me near. 
7 


The wretch, who tore thee from my side, 
How could he have the gall 
To steal away my wet-days’ pride, 
My grown-up parasawl ? 
ARTHUR LoT. 








THE SAVANNAH MALEVOLENT ASSOCIA- 
TION AGAIN. 


ip UCK does not claim to be anything more 
than human, and as the officers of the 
Savannah—well, Benevolent Association 
have proved themselves to be gentlemen of 
such peculiarly sterling integrity, he resolved 
to cease calling upon them for an account of 
the moneys confiding people have entrusted to 
their care. 

By the way, we will again give the names of 
these models of rectitude, for we like, in this 
wicked world, to let virtue have a good show 
when it has a ghost of a chance: 

Geo. C, Freeman, President, 
Frep. M. Hui, Zveasurer. 
Joun N. Lewis, Secretary. 
Directors. 
J. H."Jounston, J. M. SoLomons. 
Witiiam W. Gorvon. J. L. WARREN. 

We’ll just add another name or so, and apol- 
ogize if any are misspelled. Mayor Wheaton 
was Acting President in 1876. Mr. G. L. Cope 
was Treasurer in the same year. Mr. Freeman 
filled the office of Secretary, and a Mr, Ander- 
son and a Mr. Wade, and perhaps another fel- 
low, were then Directors. 

This latter information we take from a very 
badly printed play-bill, yclept the Séage, 
published in Savannah Oct. 17th. 

We felicitate this delectable sheet and its ed- 
itor, one Mr. Wm. M. Sneed, on being men- 
tioned in these columns. It is the first time, 
and will most assuredly be the last. So let Mr. 
Sneed make the most of the boost we have 
given him towards immortality. 

This marvel of journalism takes upon itself to 
justify the exceedingly suspicious proceedings 
of the Savannah Benevolent Association. It 
is of little moment howit is done, because there 
is no defence at all; but if the S, B.A. can find 
no better champion than that Mr. Sneed, in 
his square-inch of twopenny-ha’penny play- 
bill, called the Stage, it is indeed in a deplora- 
bly humiliating position before the country—a 
position in which it seems willing enough to 
remain. 

A Mr. Best is mentioned in Mr. Sneed’s 
choice composition as having been at logger- 
heads with the S. B. Association, on the same 
grounds as Puck. Mr. Best is nothing to us. 
We don’t know anything of him, or where he 
is; but we know quite enough from Mr. Sneed’s 
own barnyard to convince us that the officers 
of the S. B. A. are a very odd kind of people 
to be trusted with the administration of chari- 
table funds. 

One more remark and we have done with 
the Savannah Benevolent Association and its 
brilliant champion, Mr. Sneed. 





We are told that the books are open to any 
responsible party to investigate, and the pre- 
sent Mayor of Savannah was once the Presi- 
dent of the Association. Therefore everything 
is perfectly lovely. The citizens of New York 
were once told a similar thing with regard to 
its municipal government, when one Wm. 
M. Tweed was in power, and everybody knows 
what followed. 

The S. B. A. has a choice of three courses— 
to show a clean bill of health ; to gointo perpetual 
moral quarantine or to learn to defend itself with 
more effective weapons than puerile anonymous 
letters, and ungrammatical and illogical arti- 
cles in a local variety play-bill. 








Foy the Anions. 


HASELTINE.— She weakens. 

A FRIEND OF PucK.—Your suggestion comes too late 
for anything save our thanks. 

J. Hawk.—Thank you. We will polish off the Lon- 
don Punch, as well as the original perpetrator of the 
atrocity, next week. 

Tuos. J. O’D., Charleston.—Al] in good time, gentle 
friend. Wait till we have tucked Mr. Kelly in his little 
bed; and packed Mr. Cornell away among the other 
sardines, and shown Mr. Bergh that the theory of natural 
selection doesn’t necessitate hismaking a hog of himself, 
and attended to two or three other pressing needs of the 
hour, and then we shall be ready to handle ungloved an 
abuse which we have always condemned, directly or by 
implication. If you will consult your files of Puck, aided 
by the index given with our last number, you will see 
that whenever the Wall Street snap speculator’s head 
came in our way we have invariably hit it—and squarely. 


TRUE BLUE REPUBLICAN.—Oh, by all means, vote 
the straight ticket. Vote for a Republican—vote for 
Mr. Cornell. He is a man whose solid republican prin- 
ciples are assured by his democratic canvassers. The 
Hon. John Kelly will tell you that Mr. Cornell is a true 
republican. That is unquestionably disinterested testi- 
mony: and a person like you, who can’t conceive of any 
good outside of your own party, ought, of course, to 
accept the dictum of a democrat. 


DEMAIN.—We have “abated” Mr. Richard Grant 
White once before; and he certainly is objectionable, in 
his quality of grammarian. We believe that Mr. White 
took a reef in his Zimes articles, a year or so ago, in 
consequence of PUCK’s vigorous protestations. But we 
don’t feel inclined to interfere with an old gentleman 
who is quife harmlessly caracoling on his poor little pet 
hobby; and we cannot readily forget that the inkstand 
which is now “‘slopping over” in a vain attempt to drown 
the English language, has, in its day, held gall for shams 
and had been a fount of bitterness for -humbugs. The 
author of the ‘* New Gospel of Peace” and ‘Sir Lionel 
Bowse” must do many foolish things before he can 
wholly lose the claims to respect which he earned as a 
brave and ablesatirist. PucK remembers, Mr. ‘*Demain”, 
and you should, too, that his task of ‘‘exposing and de- 
nouncing hypocrites” has been made easier by the battles 
fought aforetime by this very Mr. Richard Grant White. 
And if Mr. R, G. W. wi// do absurd things to-day, let 
us remember yesterday, and cock a charitable eye un his 
past record, and his present endeavors to spoil it. 


Answers 








Puck will publish about Thanksgiving, in time for the Tur- 


“ANNUAL FOR 1880, 


130 pages, all new and original matter, the best of its kind and 
plenty of it; profusely and gorgeously illustrated by J. Keppler, 
J. A. Wales, Michael Angelo and other members of Puck’s 
artistic staff. . 

Those who contemplate purchasing the Encyclopedia Britan 
nica, or the New York City Directory, are informed that they will 


find 
PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1880 


handier and more humorous, 
PRICE, 25 CENTS GOLD, 
warranted for one year. 





THE THEATRES. 





HAVERLY’s is still riding its ‘‘ Hobbies,” and 
Miss Weathersby and Mr. Goodwin are th 
chief jockeys, and very able ones, too, : 

“Pinafore” at the STanparp is played as 
well, if not better, than ever. Mr. Whiffen’s 
European trip appears to have agreed with Sir 
Joseph Porter, K. C. B. 

Mr. Sothern continues ‘‘David Garrick”’-ing 
and “Regular Fix’’-ing at Mr. Abbey’s Park 
THEATRE in his usual etc., etc., etc. style. His 
Garrick is etc., etc., etc., while his “ Fix” is 
equally etc.— indeed, we might say much 
more so, Mr. J. K. Emmett has managed 
to get his /ri¢z in Ireland, and we are curious to 
see what he’ll do with him there on Monday 
next at this theatre. 

The AMERICAN INSTITUTE EXHIBITION is reg- 
ularly enlivened by Downing’s Ninth Regiment 
Band in the afternoon and evening, and there 
is plenty of another sort of music, not quite so 
harmonious, from the whirr of operating ma- 
chinery. The chief drawback is Mr. Cyrus 
André Field’s eminently objectionable Third 
Avenue Elevated Railroad, which is the only 
way of getting to the Fair. 

The San Francisco MINstRELs advertise 
“No Pinafore;” but the piece is almost as good 
as if it were the article itself, to say nothing of 
other attractions. Mr. T. B. Dixon is a tenor 
balladist, and we note that last week was his 
first one. We hope that will be a second and 
several others after that. ‘The San Francisco 
Minstrels” is a family resort, and Puck would 
recommend as many families to go there as 
conveniently can. 

“French Flats” is a translation and adap- 
tation by Mr. Cazauran of M. Chivot’s “les 
Locataires de M. Blondeau.” It opened the 
regular season of the Union Square, Tues- 
day, of last week, was received with peals of 
laughter, and scored a success. It is a rollick- 
ing farce in four acts, and-was admirably acted. 
Mr. Polk as a combination of Wachtel and 
Brignoli, under the name of Signor Riffiardini 
made a hit while Messrs. Courtaine and Ramsay 
surprised* everybody in their respective parts. 
‘French Flats” is a new departure at the Union 
Square, but does very well for a change. 

Volunteer Colonel Mapleson and Signor 
Arditi are here, at the ACADEMY oF Music, 
with her Majesty’s Hopera. We take this 
portunity of expressing our deep acknowledge- 
ments to Her Majesty for lending her Hopera 
to this benighted country, and assure Her 
Majesty that we will take the utmost care of it 
and do our best to return it in good order and 
condition. Madame Emilie Ambre has ap- 
peared in ‘‘La Traviata,” as Violetta, acceptably. 
‘* Rigoletta,” ‘‘Carmen,” and “ Faust,” have 
also been produced with more or less success. 
‘Linda di Chamouni” will be sung to-night, 
when Campanini, as Car/o, and Miss Cary, as 
Ffierotto, will have an opportunity of distin- 
guishing themselves. 

Mr. Daly has at last struck something that 
will have the effect of filling his handsome 
theatre for some time to come—and we are 
very glad of it. ‘‘ Wives” is stronger on pic- 
turesqueness than it is on art, although it ori- 
ginates in a good quarter. Moliére wrote re- 
markably well for a foreigner, and perhaps Mr. 
Bronson Howard has improved on Moliére by 
mixing two of his (Moliére’s) productions up. 
On the other hand, perhaps, he hasn’t. By the 
way, we contemplate blending ‘‘ Macbeth” 
and ‘‘ Hamlet,” since Mr. Howard has set the 
fashion. ‘‘ Wives’ is well acted and well 
mounted. Miss Catharine Lewis, as the per- 
sonification of an unsophisticated girl, is as ex- 
cellent as she is original. Miss May Fielding 
is to play the title réle in “ Fernande,” which 
is to follow “ Wives.” 






























































ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE. 


WRITITEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY - 
JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 


“Effie: A Tale of Two Worlds;” 
“Fair Fragoletta;” 


‘Legends of Lorne;” 


«‘Essays from the Westminster;” 
‘* Scottish Chapbooks;” 


‘‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter;” 
“A Dream of Life;” 
‘¢Lone Glengartney,” 


etc., etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 


‘* Travel—a soverain remedie for minds diseased.” 
—BACON. 


«« A wet sheet and a flowing sea, 
A wind that follows fast,” etc. 
—ALLAN CUNNINGHAM. 


pe the State of Georgia was 


crowded to the fullest extent with pas- 
sengers, for its commander, Captain 
Smith—of whom hereafter—was one of the 
most popular officers in the service, very few 
of them put in an appearance for the first day 
or two. The sea was rough, and they were 
very ill; the wind very strong, and they very 
weak; and, as a natural consequence, their souls 
revolted from the bare suggestion of eating. 
There were, however, a few whose hardier, or 
perhaps more seasoned constitutions, enabled 
them to withstand successfully all the efforts of 
Father Neptune to discompose them, and among 
this select few was Gascoyne, who, having been 
a yachtsman almost from infancy, was never so 
much at home as when at sea. He was not sorry, 
however, to be left comparatively alone, for he 
dreaded above all things the prying eyes, inqui- 
sitive tongues, and abnormal curiosity of some 
hundred and odd strangers, who were bound, 
whether they liked or not, to live, move, and 
have their being with one another for some ten 
or twelve days; and this with that want of oc- 
cupation and nothing to do which literally 
drive ordinary people to take refuge in small 
gossip, and a microscopically minute study of 
their characters, position, and lives of their 
fellow passengers. So that, while he was not so 
selfish or callous as not to sympathize with his 
less fortunate companions, Archie was secretly 
well enough pleased at their absence. It gave 
him, at any rate, breathing time. So quickly 
had events crowded upon each other since the 
night of the tragedy that he had had no time 
for quiet reflection or thought. He had felt 
himself hurried irresistably along, as if by some 
unseen Power, and into the compass of the last 
few hours it. seemed to him as if there had been 
compressed the experience of several life-times. 
One result of this was that he felt older—much 
older than he had done when only a few weeks 
before he had foot set in Skye—older, wiser, 
and sadder; grievously weighed down by bitter 
memories, distracting doubts, futile remorse, 
and the dread uncertainties of the future, All 
these things combined to make the lad much 
more silent, reserved and grave than was natural 
for him, and the few saloon pass_ gers who kept 
him company at the table hz already put him 
down for a proud, sullen, stuck-up sprig of 
English nobility. All we say, except one— 
Alice Jakes, a young, light-hearted, soft-eyed, 
frank, and very beautiful American girl, who 
was returning with her father, Jeremy Jakes, 
and her cousin, young Huckleberry, from 2 two 
years’ tour through the-cities of the old world. 
We: do not propose at present to give any 
further description of Miss Jakes’s charms. 
These will reveal themselves in the course of the 
narrative, and, we trust, will impress our readers 
as favorably as they soon did our hero. 


| duties of the breakfast table. 
| there were acturally eight present, for Captain 





On the morning after their departure Archie 
found himself one of a party of six, being the 
entire number of saloon passengers who mustered 
up sufficient strength and courage to face the 
We said six; but 


Smith and his trusty henchman, Dr. Beeswing 
—they called him Mephistopheles Beeswing 
from his striking resemblance to that lurid hero 
of metaphysical romance—must not be left out 
in the cold. 

Prominent among the little company was 
Baron Rothschild, whose real name Archie 
never found out. That was only a nickname 
which a Chicago friend of his, who was also at 
table and sat beside him, had given him, on 
account of his nationality and reputed wealth. 
The Baron was a retired New York merchant, 
who, having amassed a large fortune while still 
a comparatively young man, had given up busi- 
ness and thought to live a life of luxurious idle- 
ness and ease. He soon discovered his mistake. 
His mind was too active and restless to be long 
content with inglorious inaction. So he had 
taken to travel, and, in order to give himself 
some definite occupation, devoted much of his 
time to the purchase and barter of diamonds. In 
person he was short and stout, with a round, 
jovial and very intellectual face, and the hooked 
nose and pendulous thick under-lip of his race. 
Except these two last features, however, the 
Baron was much more of a Gentile than a Jew, 
his views on matters of religion, race, and poli- 
tics being cosmopolitan and liberal enough to 
satisfy Huxley or Tyndall. He was also warm- 
hearted to a degree, and almost foolishly gener- 
ous. As a raconteur he was unrivalled, and 
from the moment of rising to when he went to 
bed he kept up one ceaseless flow of sparkling 
comment, story and jest, that kept his fellow- 
travellers in constant amusement and laughter. 

With him, as we have said, was his Chicago 
friend, also a man of wealth, a capital story- 
teller, and an expert at poker, euchre, high- 
low-Jack-and-the-game, and the like. He and 
the Baron were inseparable, and, being lame, 
the later used to give him his arm for support. 

There were, besides them, ‘‘Old Jakes,” a 
shrewd, long, thin, hard-featured Yank, who 
under somewhat rough manners and an uncouth 
exterior, hid a really kind and generous nature, 
But he was smart; ‘‘ dre’ful smart,” as Sambo, 
the cook’s boy, had frequent occasion to re- 
mark. Old Jakes had made a good deal of 
money in that mythical and indefinite ‘‘ Out 
West,” of which we hear so much, but had sud- 
denly given up business and. embarked for Eu- 
rope, in order to get medical advice and change 
of air for his daughter—his only child, Alice, 
Happily the change had proved completely 
beneficial, and they were now on their way 
home. Of Huckleberry Jakes, Old Jakes’s 
nephew, we need not speak at present, as he 
was not one of the party who breakfasted on 
the day in question; a circumstance for which 
Gascoyne was profoundly glad, he having had 
the misfortune to be Huckleberry’s berth-fellow, 
and hi. ckle to put it mildly, was not a pleasant 
young mu.. 
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"The remaining breakfasters were a young 

married couple in their honeymoon, whose 
names, curiously enough, were Mr. and Mrs. 
Gascoigne. The spelling is slightly different 
from that of our hero’s name, but the pronun- 
ciation is the same. Archie started when the 
Captain introduced the happy pair, and a vague 
feeling of trouble and fear came over him. As 
after-events showed, not without reason. 

Such then is the company in which Gascoyne 
found himself. Opposite him sat the Baron 
and his Chicago friend; while he was supported 
on his left and right, respectively, by the Cap- 
tain and Miss Jakes. And this position he 
continued to occupy during the rest of the voy- 
age. 
It must not be inferred that though Archie 
was reserved and silent he was offensively or, 
to put it more mildly, uncourteously so. He 
was too sunny-hearted and hopeful for that. 
When spoken to he invariably gave immediate 
and pleasant reply; laughed, too, in a quiet 
way, at the Baron’s stories and the Captain’s 
rough sallies of wit, and generally exerted him- 
self to conquer the great feeling of depression 
that was weighing him down. But in this he 
was only partially successful. If he never 
shirked conversation, he never led it, and he 
religiously eschewed the smoking-room, where 
the gentlemen most loved to congregate. His 
avoidance of company was all the more marked 
as it was noticed that he smoked a good deal, 
and evidently enjoyed the weed ; and it became 
all the more noticeable when, after a day or 
two, the Baron and Old Jakes tried to draw him 
out, and discover the cause or reason of his re- 
serve. But Archie was not to be drawn out— 
at least not by them; and though he parried 
their questions with studied politeness, he still 
parried them in a way that made his inquisitors 
feel it would be as well for them to put no ques- 
tions in future. 

Then it was that he was set down as.a sort of 
superior priggish young man, with an immense 
amount of hauteur and pride, and an overween- 
ing conceit of himself, to the disparagement of 
his fellows. 

** Darn the boy,” ejaculated Old Jakes, over 
his whiskey-toddy and cigar, one night in the 
smoking-room; “‘ he’s got some mighty high 
notions, he has. Wait till he gets to the U-nit-ed 
States, and you bet he’ll blamed soon find his 
level.” 

And the judgment was received with approval, 
particularly ‘by Huckleberry, Archie’s room- 
mate, who had his own reasons for disliking 
the handsome young Englishman, who had 
quietly but firmly resisted all his attempts to 
strike up an intimacy, and gave an invariable 
‘‘No” to his invitations to “‘liquor up.” 

This, we say, was the general verdict on 
Archie, but it was not altogether unanimous, 
In the fore part of the steamer, irf the steerage 
and second or intermediate cabin, Gascoyne 
was held and spoken of in terms of respect and 
affectionate admiration. 

One of the crew, the boatswain, had been 
taken dangerously sick—sick nigh unto death 
—and Archie, having accidentally heard of it, 
and that he was a Northumberland man, had 
immediately gone to him. He found the poor 
fellow even worse than had been reported—in 
fact, dying; and he gave instructions to the 
steward to supply him with all the luxuries, 
delicacies and attention that money could pro- 
cure, and the doctor suggest. More than that, 
he sat by the side of his bed daily and read to 
him, and, sore at heart as he himself was, tried 
to cheer and enliven the sufferer. Nor did his 
kindness go unrewarded, as we shall learn by- 
and-by. 

Meanwhile we merely state these facts to 
show that Archie was not without his friends 
on board. Nor were these confined to the 
steerage end of the ship. The doctor, for one, 
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had taken a great liking for him, having met 
him in the sick man’s room frequently, and 
been in this way thrown a good deal into con- 
tact with him. So, too, had the Captain, whom 
Dr. Beeswing was careful to inform of Archie’s 
conduct; and it may be that the kind-hearted 
Captain, who secretly liked the open, hand- 
somejlooks of the lad, whispered something of 
the story to Alice Jakes. Anyhow, ever after 
the third morning, when she and the Captain 
had been more than usually intimate, she had 
shown quiet but marked and very kindly interest 
in our hero. 

Nor did she keep her information to herself. 
Immediately on being told of the invalid boat- 
swain and Gascoyne’s kindness, she had, with 
the unthinking impulse of a true woman, gone 
to the Doctor, and prevailed on that long, 
gaunt, lantern-jawed and long-nosed, but skil- 
ful and true-souled Mephistopheles, to allow 
her to call upon the sick man. Perhaps she had 
little difficulty in getting the Doctor’s consent. 
At any rate, she did not anticipate any, for had 
she not, with that quick feminine instinct 
peculiar to lovely woman, seen from the very 
first that the susceptible doctor was her slave— 
hopelessly, and for life ? 

So she called on the patient and sat by him 
quite a time, and cheered him up and brigh- 
tened the heavy hours for him by a thousand 
indescribable little kindlinesses and attentions 
which only women know how to give, until, 
when she left, the poor fellow heaved a great 
sigh, feeling as if she had taken all the warmth 
and sunlight with her and left all cold and dark 
behind. And, in going out, whom should she 
fairly stumble against in the dark but Gas- 
coyne, and, owing to her ignorance of the 
way, and the badness of the light, what less 
could he do than offer her his hand and pilot 
her to the saloon? There was nothing in it, 
of course; it was the merest act of conventional 
politeness; but all the same, the two young 
people felt a certain strange glow—or shall we 
call it thrill? —of mild but pleasant excitement; 
and it is undeniable that, as they entered the 
saloon, almost hand in hand—for he still, of 
course, retained hers in his own as he handed 
her in—they looked a remarkably handsome 
couple. 

That was the beginning of their acquaintance- 
ship, or, to speak more correctly, of their inti- 
macy, for it was not long before they became 
great friends, much to the chagrin and rage of 
Huckleberry Jakes, her quasi-acknowledged 
suitor, and the grim enjoyment of the Baron, 
Captain Smith, and the Chicago millionaire. 
As for Old Jakes himself he said little, but he 
set some inquiries on foot, in his own shrewd, 
cautious way, as to the young man’s character 
and standing; but these resulted in almost 
nothing. That Archie was a gentleman was 
unmistakable; and that he was accustomed to 
live well, if not even luxuriously, he gathered 
from the bedroom steward, who knew to a 
nicety the contents of his boxes. It further 
transpired, though not until they were -some 
days out, that he was the only son and heir of 
an English baronet, but more than that nobody 
seemed to know, although when his parentage 
became known they were all—especially the 
ladies—dying to find out. 

At last, one evening after dinner, as the old 
man was sitting on the quarter-deck with his 
daughter, enjoying his post-prandial cigar and 
watching the great sun slowly sink into the 
ocean in a blaze of blood-red glory, Jakes said: 

‘* Alice, what sort of a chap is that young 
Gascoyne ?” 

The girl blushed slightly as she answered 
with a smile, which was as much of the eyes as 
of the mouth: 

** How should I know, pana? Ask Doctor 
Beeswing, or the Captain.” 

‘And why those two in particular, little 





woman?” pursued her inquisitor, glancing 
lovingly all the time at the frank, sweet face 
and guileless eyes upturned to his. 

‘* Because—because they could tell you more 
about him than I; and—and indeed, papa, I 
had meant to speak of Mr. Gascoyne before, 
because I think Huck’s”’—(Jakes Jr.)—“ re- 
marks about him simply disgraceful. Ask the 
Doctor and he will teli you something that will 
convince you that Mr. Gascoyne is worth a 
hundred such small souls as Huckle.” 

The girl spoke with a warmth and feeling, 
for she felt deeply all she said, that fairly 
startled her father. He looked at her for a 
moment anxiously, and then said, quietly: 

‘¢ What is the story?” 

And she told him; and that same night Old 
Jakes was particularly friendly to Archie, and 
made several advances of an unmistakably 
friendly but, what Archie relished less, inqui- 
sitive kind. 


(To be continued.) 





BALLAD OF BLUE CHINA. 
There’s a joy without canker or cark, 
There’s a pleasure eternally new— 
*Tis to gaze on the glaze and the mark 
Of china that’s old and blue: 
Who’d have thought they would come to us, 
who 
That o’er loot of an empire would hang 
A veil of Morrisian hue, 
In the reign of the Emperor Hwang? 


These dragons—their tails, you remark, 
Into bunches of lotus-flower grew— 
When Noah came out of the Ark, 
Did ¢hese lie in wait for his crew? 
They snorted, they snapped, and they slew, 
They were mighty of fin and of fang, 
And their portraits Celestials drew, 
In the reign of the Emperor Hwang. 


Here’s a pot with a house in a park, 
In a park where the peach-blossoms blew, 
Where the lovers eloped in the dark, 
Lived, died, and were turned into two 
Bright birds that eternally flew 
Through the boughs of the May, as they 
sang; 
’Tis a tale was undoubtedly true 
In the reign of the Emperor Hwang. 


Come, snarl at my ecstasies, do, 
Kind critic, your tongue has a tang, 
But a sage never heeded a shrew 
In the reign of the Emperor Hwang. 
Andrew Lang, in Scribner's “‘ Bric-a-Brac.” 








Lizzie W. FIsHER asks in a poem: ‘If I 
should die to-night, what would you do?” 
Liz, that’s a very refreshing conundrum for this 
season. If you should die to-night, it would, 
of course, necessitate a visit to the coroner in 
the morning, and then, you know, Liz, we’d 
have to buy you new clothes to wear in the 
other place, and a minister with great lantern- 
jaws would stand over you and say good 
things. Then we'd have to hire carriages, you 
know, and times are very hard, and money isn’t 
very plentiful. A first-class funeral costs about 
$150, Liz; so don’t for the world think of go- 
ing off suddenly. Wait until the peach season 
is over and things look a little better for specu- 
lation.— Hawkeye. 





THERE is a principle that underlies the whole 
matter far beyond the individual.—/John Kelly. 

THE word “‘ boom” is beginning to have a 
“hardly ever” nausea about it. — Wheeling 
Leader. 

A PROFESSIONAL beauty, though two words, 
is really only one silly belle.”— Philadelphia 
Bulletin. 

Ir it had not been for his lower extremities, 
Talmage would to-day have been a poor man. 
—N. Y. Evening Express. 

Tue Cincinnati Saturday Night remarks, with 
the utmost sang froid, that the Washington 
monument is not a ‘‘ put-up job.” 

ONE way to let people know that you are not 
going to the poorhouse is to wear rings out- 
side of gloves.— Detroit Free Press. 

To prevent suicides and attempted murders, 
Mary Anderson should be compelled to marry 
immediately.— Buffalo Sunday News. 








The vigor of youth for the aged and infirm in Hop Bitters. 


The Mummery of Masonry. 


A new Edition of Puck, No. 128, containing above 
Cartoon, has been published. 
Copies can be had of all Newsdealers. 











Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
fi inst psia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 

It is also most excellent for 





sure ysp 
cordia) in itself, if taken pure. 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 








Persons afflicted with diseases of the eyes can find no greater 
curative than POND’S EXTRACT. There are no harsh 
and irritating drugs in its composition, so that it can be used in 
any oase without the least danger of injury to the most delicate 
organism. It has astrangely marvelous power to arrest and re- 
move inflammation. It affords relief upon the first application, and 
producing the best results when its use is continued. Beware of 
imitations. Ask for Ponp’s Exrract—take no other. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 


keep it. 


ERMALIVSE is worth more than its weight in gold, as 
thousands will testify, is a dead shot to Chills and Fever, 
is the only known substitute for Quinine, and is very pleasant to 
the taste. This remedy will cause the most stubborn cases to 
yield at once. All those suffer'ng from Chills and Fever should 
give this world-renowned remedy a trial. It restores the patient 
to perfect health, which is the only true harbinger tohappiness.— 
Kansas City Times. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dys ja, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the ve organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
—J. W. Hancox, U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 


POND’S EXTRACT. 


No home, no school, no hotel, no sea- 
side cottage, no country farm, no board- 
ing-house should be without this Ime 
valuable Family Remedy. It 
is astonishing what cures it effects. It 
does not profess to do EVERYTHING, but it 
not only professes to, BUT WILL, cure all 
diseases that are of an inflamma. 
tery character and stop all bleed- 
fag. Hence its wondrous efficacy in 
Catarrh, Hoarseness, Rheu- 
matism, Neuralgia. Diph- 
theria, and Sore Throat. 








Caution —Ponp’s Extract is sold 
only in bottles with the name blown in 
the glass. 


GB™ It i: unsafe to use other articles 
with our directions. Insist on Ponp’s 
Extract Refuseall imitations and sub- 
LanDGcaPE TRape wang stitutes. 
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The Colton Dental Association is daily demonstrat- 
ing the anzsthetic effects of nitrous oxide gas in the painless 
extraation of teeth. The number of patients certifying that their 
teeth had been drawn without pain, and that the gas was pleasant 
to inhale, reached on September 24, 1879, 112,743. This includes 
persons from all points of the compass, who have had from one to 
twenty teeth extracted. 

Office: No. 19 Cooper Institute, New York. 





IMPURE BREATH 
is the most disagreeable result of de- 
cayed teeth, as well for the afflicted 
one as for his surroundings. 
The cause fnay easily be removed 
B by cleaning the teeth daily with the 
popular, fragrant 


SOZODONT. 


It sweetens the breath, cools and re- 
freshes the mouth, hardens the gums 
and whitens the teeth.—Gentlemen 
that smoke should regularly use 


SOZODONT. 
It removes the disagreeable smell of Tobacco. 
ALL DRUGGISTS SELL IT. 


1879 JONES 1840 
OPENING FALL AND WINTER GOODS. 
a 








FANCY GOODS. HovusgFuRNISHING Goons. 


MILLINERY. * * SILVERWARE. 
BOYS’ SUITS. 5 3 GLASSWARE. 
GLOVES. “ * CROCKERY. 
LACES. “CHINA. 





% 
* JONES * 
x *e 


* Eighth Avenue Eighth Avenue . 
AND 
na Nineteenth Street. Nineteenth Street. * 


* * 
*, JONES ,* 











sHUES. *%& % ~—sSILKs. 
CLOTHS. % M  cAreers. 
DOMESTICS. * * al DRESS GOODS. 
UPHOLSTERY. * SUITS & CLOAKS. 
FURNITURE. % = SHAWLS, SKIRTS, &. 











Newest styles of goods, at great bargains. 
Personal aud peer y ey he ew furnished, 
Samples sent free on ee pe 
Send 8-cent stamp for Illastrated Catalogue, 


ge ; 





ES McCRE 


eos ZR, (| Ko. 


Have just opened twenty cases of 


Rich and Rare Novelties 


DRESS GOODS. 


Fine Medium and Low Priced Plam Fabrics, 


AN ELEGANT CAMELS HAIR 


at 61.00. per yard. 


Oxford Suitings, 


SMALL DAMASED DESIGNS 
now 60 fashionable in Paris. 
STRIPED EFFECTS FOR PLAIN SKIRT AND JACKETS. 


The most exquisite designs in EVENING TISSUES ever 
imported. 


iam. broidered. 
CAMELS HAIR AND ARMURE 


FOR COSTUMES ENTIRERLY NEW. 


Joun KELLy expects to come in for gate- 
money, anyhow.— Washington Republic. 


Joaquin MILtER has lived nearly fifty years. 
—V. Y. Herald. And yet they call Americans 
hot-tempered and impulsive.— Boston Post. 

THE evil of men’s wives lives after them, 
while the good which they do is seldom spoken 
of with safety to a step-mother.—: Zoronto Gra- 
phic. 

Tue Nez Perces squaws wear their hair coiled 
on top of the head. Their husbands wear it 
dangling from their chatelaine belts.—JVorr. 
Herald. 

THE approach of cold weather, which gives 
them the chance of swearing that they never 
drink, is gladly hailed by red-nosed men,— 
Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 

MEN who shoot their wives for fancied 
wrongs and then kill themselves make a great 
mistake. They ought to reverse the operation 
and kill themselves first.—A/odern Argo. 


.THE best excuse for suicide we ever heard 
was of the fellow who said he wanted to get 
into the next world before all the soft places 
were taken up.— Boston Zranscript. 


‘‘SetTH GREEN wants sportsmen to return to 
the water all trout under seven inchesin length.” 
If that was done the series of New Hampshire 
fish stories would have to be wound up.—JBos- 
ton Post. 


THE words “‘ majolica jar”’ are pronounced 
‘*ma-yol-ica yar” by persons of culchah, and 
with such an accent as would be given by a 
mouth talking while holding hot mush.—J/. O. 
Picayune. 


‘“‘ Ir I have got to die, I would rather be shot 
to death with muskets than starved to death,” 
says Zach Chandler. And he prefers to be 
“shot with a pocket-pistol.”” — Mew Haven 
Register. 


OctToBER is the happiest month for the tem- 
perate farmer. The glorious days have then 
arrived when he can fill up on whiskey and 
blame his intoxicated condition on hard cider. 
—Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 


Two Javanese princes are the present lions 
of London society. It is possible they Malay 
their heads together and pay a visit to Amer- 
ica.—V. Y. Mail. Javanesy time making that 
joke ?— Boston Comm. Bulletin. 


‘‘Ir is useless to argue with a man who wears 
a number five hat and a number eleven boot” 
was the remark ofa disgusted debater who had 
been holding a session with a remarkably obtuse 
and contrary individual—Mew Haven Regis- 
ter. 


THE students of Princeton are evidently neg- 
lecting their studies. Nearly three weeks have 
elapsed since any of them have been arrested 
for cleaning out a beer saloon and making 
night hideous with their howls. A great deal 
of money expended in educating the youth of 
our land is simply thrown away.—/Vorristown 
Herald. 

Puck is severe on religions generally and the 
various roads which are supposed to lead to 
Heaven, but there is sufficient truth in the 
cartoon to make men think that ec~!esiastical 
display and rhetorical clap-trap are not the 
means which the Savior and his Disciples used 
to lead souls to a better life. —V. Y. Commercial 
Advertiser. 


Baptist minister, fishing near Cape Cod, 
catches a strange fish and asks of the skipper: 
‘* What manner of fish is this, my good man? 
It has a curious appearance.” ‘Yass! Only 
been ‘round here this year.’’ ‘‘ What do you 
call it?” ‘‘We call ’em Baptist.’”’ ‘‘ Why so?” 
“‘’Cause they spile so quick arter they come 
out of the water.”— Bangor Commercial. 





STANDARD THEATRE. Broadway and 33d St. 
W. Henperson, Proprietor & Manager. 





EVERY EVENING AND SATURDAY MATINEE, at 1.30. 


THE ORIGINAL PINAFORE. 
THE ORIGINAL PINAFORE. 
THE ORIGINAL PINAFORE. 


Admission 2sc., soc., $1 and $1.50. 


Waldstein, Expert Optician, 


known in Vienna, Paris, St. Petersburg and London for u@, 
wards of a Century, and in New York for forty years. 
Eyes fitted with suitable. glasses. Consultation, inquiry and 
correspondence solicited from those, whose sight is impaired. 
Only the finest Optical Goods kept on Stock, which the Public 
are respectfully invited to inspect. 


WALDSTEIN, 
41 Union Square, Cor. Broadway and 17. Str. 


E, RIDLEY & SONS, 


Grand and Allen Sts., N. Y. 


WE ARE OFFERING 
THIS WEEK 


Bargainsin our 52 Departments 


LADIES’ MATS. 


LADIES’ FULL NAP BEAVER HATS, 
BEST QUALITY, $2. 








LADIES’ FULL BRUSH HATS, 
#1,25, $1.50, $1.80. 
LADIES’ and MISSES’ FRENCH FUR FELT, 
50c., 75c., $1. 
WOOL FELT HATS, finest finish, 
25c., 50c., 65c. 
AMERICAN FELT HATS AT 20c. EACH, 
MEN'S, YOUTHS’ and BOYS’ NOVELTIES, 
MUCH UNDER HATTERS’ PRICES. 


_CLOAKS and MANTLES. 


ONE LOT OF NEW WINTER MANTLES, TRIMMED, SILK 
FRINGE AND STRIPED MOIRE, 
$6.90, $7.50 and $8.50. 
ONE LOT RICHLY TRIMMED MANTLES, 
$12.50, $13.50, $14.50. 
IMPORTED MANTLES AND SACQUES. 
WALKING JACKETS, ULSTER AND GOSSAMER CLOAKS. 
LARGE AND FINE ASSORTMENT CHILDREN’S GOODS. 
LADIES’ FINE COSTUMES MADE TO ORDER. 
40-inch BLACK (all wool) CASHMERE, 4(c. 
48-inch FINE (all wool) BLACK CASHMERE, 68c. 
46-inch HEAVY aud FINE DRAP D’ETE, $1. 
100 PIECES ALL-WOOL PARIS SUITINGS. 
20 PIECES HEAVY FUR-BACK RIBBED CLOAKINGS, 56.inch 
wide, $1.50, HALF PRICE. 
100 BROCHE LONG SHAWLS, $10.50 ond $12.50. 


KID GLOVES. 


LOT OF LADIES’ 3-BUTTON GLOVES, 25ce. 
500 DOZEN LADIES’ 4-BUTTONS, 39e. A PAIR. 








OUR * MONOGRAM’? GLOVE 
WARRANTED IN EVERY WAY. 
2-buttons. 3-buttons. 4-buttons. 6-buttons. 
85c. 98c. $1.20. $1.45. 


SPECIALTIES FOR INFANTS & CHILDREN, 
NORMANDY BONNETS, CAPS, CLOAKS, ete. 
WORSTED SHAWLS, HOODS, WAISTS, ete. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING GOODS 


TIN, IRON, WILLOW, AND CHINA WARE. 
CATALOGUE AND PRICE-LIST 
SENT BY MAIL UPON RECEIPT OF 15 CENTS. 


ORDERS BY MAIL 


PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 


KE. RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 311, 311 1-2 GRAND ST. 
56, 58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68, and 70 ALLEN STREET. 











Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE, 





Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 
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WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER OF 
GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


PILAWOS. 


Frices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WAREROOMS, 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York. 
909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 





Fine Bonbous unexcelled for Excellence 
of Flavors and quality. 


NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 
VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Fancy Boxes and Baskets. 








Favors for the German of my own Importation. 


E. GREENFIELD. 











BRANCH HOUSES: 


PHILADELPHIA, 1022 Chestnut St. 
BOSTON, 32 & 34 Temple Place. 
BROOKLYN, Fulton St. (opp. Clinton St.) 


We beg to announce that our SHOW-ROOMS and the different 
Departments in Millinery Goods now present full developement of 


Fall and Winter Fashion, 


comprising the Choicest Selection of 


Trimmed Bonuels and Round Hats 


rom the best modistes in Paris, representing the very latest 
NOVELTIES, tegether with those of our own Designs. 


LONDON TRIMMED FANCY ROUND BATS 


for Ladies and Misses we offer New Styles, just out. 


Also, in our New Department of 
BOY’s HATS AND CAPS 
we offer all the new anc latest shapes. 
Entire new sha in Ladies’ Trimmed and Untrimmed 
DERBYS, new STYLES in TURBANS, etc. 
cant Largest Variety of MISSES’ and CHILDREN’S MILLI- 
In untrimmed Goods we offer the latest shapes of FUR and 
BEAVER ROUND HATS and BONNETS for LADIES, 
MISSES and CHILDREN. Alsoin VELVET, SATIN, Plush,etc. 
Endless Variety in RIBBONS, SATINS, SILKS, VELVETS, 
PLUSHES and FANCY GOODS; OSTRICH and FANCY 
FEATHERS, PARIS kK LOWERS, and many other distinguished 
MILLINERY NOVELTIES too numerous to mention, all of the 
HIGHEST CHARACTER and at the 


MOST POPULAR PRICES. 











The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 


HIGHLY ImporTANT.—It is a pleasure to pe- 
ruse such exchanges as the Shelby Democrat, 
Kokomo Dispatch and Lafayette Sunday Times. 
There are no weeklies in the State superior to 
them.—La/fayette Sunday Times. 

WHEN a Georgia man gets mad and an- 
nounces that he’ll club the first negro he finds 
fooling around his hen-roost, the Stalwart pa- 
pers announce that “a reign of terror’? exists 
in that neighborhood.— Boston Post. 

A young man in the “ Answers to Corres- 
pondents ” column in a New York paper asks: 
“* How can I gain a copious command of lan- 
guage?” We would suggest that he try sitting 
down on a tack.— Louisville Courier-Journal. 

A NEW sentimental song is entitled, ‘‘ Tell 
Me to Live in Your Soul, Love.” We'll do it. 
There’s nothing mean about us. Come right 
along and live in it. High stoop, stone front, 
basement dining-room, hot and cold water on 
every floor, and a telephone in the sitting- 
room. Rent, $28 a month, invariably in ad- 
vance; references. But why did you leaye 
your last soul?— Burlington Hawkeye. 


A CERTAIN old gentleman, very rich and still 
more stingy, is in the habit of wearing his 
clothes to the last thread. One of his friends, 
meeting him, exclaimed: ‘‘ They told me that 
you had a new hat, and I’ll be hanged if you 
haven’t!” ‘‘QOh, yes,” said the miser, looking 
as if he were a trifle ashamed of himself, “‘ you 
see, my wife kept telling me that the old one 
was a good deal worn out. Well, yesterday was 
my wife’s birthday, and I got myself a new hat 
for her birthday present.” — Chicago Journal. 


Says a German: ‘‘ Sausage-machines with 
us are a marvel in their way; you feed your 
hogs well with plenty of salt, pepper and garlic 
in their food, afterwards pitch them into the 
hopper, and the sausage comes out piping hot 
below.” 

‘Good thing,” answers the American. ‘‘We 
have them with us, but with an improvement 
added. In the event of the sausage turning 
out insufficiently seasoned, we pitch them into 
another hopper, and they turn into hogs again; 
we give ’em a feed or two of high-spiced slush, 
and again convert them into sausage.”—San 
Francisco Wasp. 


WE thought we would step into the Board of 
Trade yesterday and see how the boys were 
making it on the wheat deal. The first man 
we met was the Philosopher, just at the front 
door. The Philosopher was formerly a resident 
of Boston, and knows all about everything. 
‘* What’s wheat?” said we inquiringly. ‘Wheat, 
sir,” said the Philosopher, brightening up, “ is 
one of nature’s cereal productions involved in 
as impenetrable mystery as the occult sciences 
have brought to the cognition of man. The 
insolvable ego of bioplastic co-ordination——”’ 
** Hold on! hold on! What J meant was, what 
is the value of wheat, in——”” ‘Oh! ah, yes, 
to be sure, I understand. Wheat, my dear 
sir, contains the greatest quantity of gluten and 
the smallest of starch. All of the middle part 
of the grain is occupied by large, thin cells, 
filled with a yellowish material very rich in ni- 
trogeneous—that is, flesh-forming matter. Be- 
yond this again there are six thin coats or cov- 
erings containing much mineral matter. The 
mill product of these coverings of the seed are 
peculiarly rich in nutriment, and fine flour is 
robbed of its best elements, rendering it unfit 
for any creature except a Monophodont; fru- 
ges. consumere nati.’ ‘‘ But, my dear Philoso- 
pher, this is no time for lime et mura. What 
I came here for was to get the latest Chicago 
quotation on wheat.” ‘Ah, excuse me. Quod 
bonum, felix faustumque sit. Au revoir.” And 
the Philosopher stepped out and left us to the 
mercenary pursuit of the reporter in search of 
news.— Burlington Hawkeye. 











VIRGINIA CUT CAVENDISH, 


MANUFACTURED BY 


MARBURG BROS. 


BEST IN THE WORLD. 


G. H. MUMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


mportation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 








or 16,270 Cases MOTFe 


than of any other brand. 


SEE!: 
The BUSINESS SUITS, 
The FALL OVERCOATS, 
The CHILDREN’S SUITS 


Traghagel & C4’ 


398, 400 and 402 BOWERY. 


JOSEPH G' LLOTT'S 
STEEL PENS. 


Sold by all Dealers throughout the World. 











Cold Medal, Paris Exposition, (878, 
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PIANOS. 


ior to all others in Tone, Durability, 
Peete Angie have the endorsement 


and Aw may of Honor at Centennial Ex- 


For Ricungss or Tone, 


Artists. First Medal of Merit E eee ov Deutn aan 





CALENBERG & VAUPEL 
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FACTORY AND 
WAREROOMS: 





“sohmer & Co., 149 E. 1th St, N.Y. | * Pvo PERFECT, wore tantra na 
CANNOT BE SURPASSED. NEW YORK. 
A WERNER & CO., 308 rallies N. Y. 308 Broadway, 
9§ 
“AMERICA’| 7 NEW YORK. 






2 = Per 


= Per Case, 24 Pints, $8.00 


Case, 12 Quarts, $7.00 





PUBLISHER OF 


CABINET PHOTOGRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES, 


ENLARCINC OF PHOTOGRAPHS, 


CRAYON WORK, 
PORTRAIT PAINTING. 


Specialty: PHOTOGRAPHIC SHOW-CARDS FOR THE PROFESSION. 


Agents wanted in every City. Price-list mailed free on application. 





FURNITURE. 


BEDDING 
CARPETS, BEDDING 


etc., etc. 


Bl GOWPERTHWAIT 


& CO., 


(Established 1807.) 


153, 155 & 157 Chatham St. 


EIGHTEEN SHOW ROOMS. 
EVERYTHING FOR HOUSEKEEPING, 


ALSO, 


Store, Office and Saloon Furniture, 


PAYMENTS MAY BE MADE 
WEEKLY or MONTHLY. 


Weekly 








and 
Monthly 


Payments. 


Jordan & Moriarty, 


167, 167 1-2 & 169 CHATHAM ST. 


FURNITURE, 
CARPETS, 
BEDDING, 
OILCLOTHS, &c. 


Longer Time and Better Terms given than by any other house 
in the city. 


JORDAN & MORIARTY. 





THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 





porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 
IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 





SIZ7B. PRICE. SIZE. PRICE, 
Rs ans 6 sdsduindstwneencouuee D Geincdbdticsbicucsoceces $10.00 
ST ‘aseovwnndes -oosunnions 5-75 De  haceccnnseadaseeaieve 11.50 
G lovbosedevenessesesdecce 6.75 et ee ee 13.00 
a * eeiucstenseesen cee 8.75 The Trade supplied. 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 
Covking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerators, 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y, City, 





Wet Cellars, Damp Walls made water-tight. 


RESPONSIBLE psn i FOR A TERM OF YEARS. 








167, 167 1-2 AND 169 CHATHAM ST. 


Refer to R. Hoz & Co.; Harper Bros.; Lawrence Pros., Bonkers, 31 Broad St.; Baur & Betrs; 
Frep. K. Mayer and Stearn Bros. 


Van Orden’s Asphalte-Slate Roofing & French Asphalte-Rock. 
IMPERISHABLE AND INDESTRUCTIBLE. 
MANUFACTUKERS OF ROOFING AND PAVING SUPPLIES. 
Write for Circular. Describe your wants: Estimates free. 


EDWD. VAN ORDEN & CO., Established 1857, 79 Maiden Lane, N. Y. 


= /ONIAVd|: 





Louisiana State Lottery Co. 


114th Monthly Grand Distribution. New Orleans, November 
11th. 1857 prizes, total 110,400; Capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, 
etc. 100,000 tickets, two 2 dollars; a?" one ($1) dollar. 
Apply to M. A. DAUPHIN » e @. » New Orleans, La.; 
or same person at 319 Broadway, New Yor 
The particular attention of the public ts called to the 
fact that the entire number of the Tickets for each Monthly 
Drawing is sold, and consequently all the prizes in each 
drawing are sold and drawn and paid. This is not the 
case with any other company. 
All our Grand Extraordinary Drawings are under the su; 
and of Generals G. T. Beauregard and Jubal 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT & HOEHINE. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 





Tarly, 













-vaults, 56th 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. ¥Y 
nas: * BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal ws 
ier in all respeets, and to Excel Domestic 
_ in Taste, Color and Substance, & 


eee ‘BEST SHIPPING BIER.’’ 
SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 


an 





“PUCK” CIGABRETTEN are the best. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 





ORCANBEAT'TY PIANC 


rans So Oren th 3B «tops, Bset Golden Tongue Reeds 
Siumoediin, walnat case,warat’'dG years, stool & book S98 
New Pianos, stool, cover & book, $143 te BES. Beforo 
you buy be sure to write me. Tlinstrated Newspaper sent Free 
ss DANIEL F, BEAT? Y, Washington, Sew Jersey. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE wort 


R 
175,672 NEW and OLD Standard won TP 
Every Department of Literature. Almost given 
away. Catalogue of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries 
LECGCGAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK, 


Wicoll, the Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston St., 
139 to 151 Bowery. N. Y. 


Branches in all the principle Cities. 











Grand Display of 


Fall & Winter Goods. 


PANTS TO ORDER $4.00 to £17.00 
SUI'S TO ORDER - $15.0 - to $40.00. 
FALL OVERCOATS TO ORDER om $15.00 upw. 


Satisfaction guarantecd. 


Samples sent to every part cf the United States, with instrrc- 
tion for self-me.suring. 
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PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, Gieshiibler, Homburg, Hungarian 
Bitterwater, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna, Schwal- 
bach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf and fifty others. 


DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS, 
Bottler’s of Kincier’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and 


Milwaukee Beer. Agents for 


GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 
TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 
DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 


PH. SCHERER & CO., 
8 College Place, near Barclay St., N.Y. 


, Photographer, 
46 E. 14. St. 


Union Square. 









I GUARANTEE 
THE BEST PICTURES THAT WERE EVER TAKEN. 
Steam Elevator from Street- Door. 





THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 


The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 
Ya exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
@ greatly reduced prices, and sent by 
mail to all parts of the country. 

Send for full descriptive circular to 

N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO., 
683 Barodway, New York. 








THE MOST : 





M. res & Balke Co., 


The J. 

No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELECANT STYLES. 
The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own manufacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


cHI¢AGoO, - 
NEW YORK. 


PH. & WM. EBLING’S 


AURORA PARK 
ALE AND LAGER BEER BREWERY, 
St. Ann’s Avenue, Cor. 156th St., 
MORRISANIA, N.Y. 
Special Attention given to Bottling and Shipping Trade. 














JHL NI G3LY0dWI 


L. DE VENOGE, 
87 South William Street, New York. - 


CGENERAL ACENT. n 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 





Parfamed Chromo &c. cards, name on, roc. 42 Mixed cards’ 
& fine pocket knife, 25¢. Autograph Albums 20c. Game Au- 
thors 15¢. 35 Fun cards roc. Cliaton Bros., Clintonville, Ct. 


B77 7 dadros 0: VICKERY ‘Lugueta, Maine. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons cf medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 


top) 











The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Potiak, New York. 


















D. A. MAYER, 
4 HUNGARIAN WINES. 


526 BROADWAY 

j ALSO, 
| ms, 403 & 405 E. 14th St., New York. 
OL 4 


ewer: HL 






fit : 


\ 

| t 

lienitie 
} 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN TKE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connecticn with any other House in the United States 














KEEP’S SHIRTS 
ARE THE VERY BEST. 


Boys’ and Youths’ Shirts, all complete, best quality, $1 each. 
—Keep’s Patent Partly-Made Shirts, only plain seams to finish, 
6 for $6.—Keep’s Custom Shirts, very best, made to measure, 6 for 
$9; fit guaranteed.—Night Shirts, all styles, extra length, $1 each. 

An elegant set of extra heavy gold-plated Buttons presented to 
purchasers of six shirts. 

Keep’s Very Best Kid Gloves. 

Plain or Embroidered, 1-Button, $1.10 pair.—Plain or Embroi- 

dered, 2-Button’s, $1.25 pair. Every pair guaranteed, 
KEEP’S UMBRELLAS. 

Best Gingham, Patent Protected Ribs, $1 each; warranted 50 
per cent. stronger than ary other Umbrella. 

Regina and Twilled Silk Umbrellas, and Canes in all styles, 

KEEP’S UNDERWEAR. 

Comprises all the newest and best goods for Fall wear. 

Canton and Scarlet twilled Flannel, from 7:c to $1.50. 

Angola, Fleece, Scotch Wool, and Shetland Shirts and Drawers, 
from 60c. to $2.50 each. 

Scarlet Wool Knit Shirts aud Drawers, $1.25 to $1.50 each. 

E LATEST NOVELTIES 
Are now ready in Gents’ Silk, Linen, and Cambric Handkerchiefs. 
Scarfs in elegant desig s and effects. 

Our Gold-plated Jewelry is the best Quality. Scarf rings, Pins, 
Studs, Sleeve and Collar Buttons at about one-half the usual cost 
elsewhere.—Samples and Circulars mailed free. 

Perfect Satisfaciton Guaranteed in all of Keep’s Goods. 


KEEP’S MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


STORES: 


637 Broadway | New York, 


No. 341 Fulton Street, 
1299 Broadway 


Nes. | Beeskiya, 






N IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL. 
B North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE 


BETWSEN 


New York, Southampton & Bremen. 
= |e Sailing every Saturday, 
=a Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 


DONAU..... Saturday, Nov. 1 | NECKAR.. .Saturday, Nov. 15 
RHEIN......Saturday, Nov. 8| MAIN...... -Saturday, Nov, 22 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 

Pizat Cabin... ccccccccvese $100 | Second Cabin,............. $60 
Steerage, $30. 

Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $30 
N. B.—Steerage tickets to all points in the South of England, $30. 


OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, 
No. 2 Bowling Green. 





Hiuxrap x (10. 
2 eS 
COPYRIGHTED. 

IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


Gentlemen’s Hats. 
174 Fifth Ave., 179 Broadway, 


lerweeEn 22d & 23rd Streets, Near CorTLANDT STREET 


NEW YORK. 


CELEBRATED 


¥OR THE MANUFACTURE 
ov 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 











FOR GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


BILLIARD AND 10-PIN BALLS, 








Cloth, IVORY, SHELL 
Cues, Cue-Tips, and PEARL 
Chalk, etc., Fancy Goods 
5 J 
Checks, Chessmen, § Deertens, 
DIOZ, EENOS, 


Canes, Fans, etc. 


Repairing done. 


PLAYING CARDS, & 
Domincs, etc. 


F. GROTE & CO., 


No. 114 East Fourteenth St., New York. 





NEW CROP VIRGINIA ,;Thsnc~ cp } VANITY FAIR 
of Tobacco fom whicn FRAGRANT 

VANITY FAIR Tobacco and Cigarettes are being manufactured, 
is without doubt the finest that has been gtown ina long time, 
and possesses a rare fr-grance and a mildness 69 much sought 
after by connoisseurs The above are n>w put up by us and sold 
under the brand Excelsior, fhroughout Great B-itain and Europe. 
Try our Fragrant ‘‘HALVES”’—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 


SIX FIRST PRIZE MEDALS. 
WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 





Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
. 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches. Diamonds, Jewelry, 
"7 Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Betw. 8. Gth Ave. & Wooster St., NEW YORE. 
Bargains in every department. 
Amezican Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 4% k. Gold Amcrican Stem Winders, $50. 
Diamond Siuds, $10. and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3. and upwards. 
The largest assortment of Jewelry at lowcst 
prices. , 
Repairing of‘every description neatly executed. 
GOODS SENT C, O. D. TO ANY PARI’ OF THE U.S. 








DENTAL | OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffeonbach-Truchsess 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Canat Street. 
ANNOUNCEMENT. 
For DIAMONDS go to SANDIFER, 











the Diamond Merchant, 5th Ave. Hotel. 


- 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
Sole _ for 


Ayala-Chateau d Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 
TAUUE NATURAL AMNERA MATER 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 


Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs, ; 
etc., etc. 


RUINART.P2S: £75, CHAMPAGNES 


Ss pr recent ship of these Wines to be 

unequaled in quality. 

Verzenay, dry, full bodied, rich flavor. 

Carte Blanche, Fruity, delicate flavor, not too dry. 
DODGE, CAMMEYER & CO., 


























16 Cortlandt St., Sole Agents tor the United States, 
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GENTLEMEN’S 


SCOTCH WOOL, 
CARTWRIGHT & WARNER’S 
IMPERIAL and ALL-SILK 


Underwear. 


Ar lt 


& Coe., 
Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


HOSIERY 


AND 


Underwear. 
A & CO. 


ARE OFFERING FULL LINES OF 


FALL AND WINTER STYLES 


Ladies’ Roman Striped 
Cashmere Hose, 


FRENCH TARTAN HOSE, 


GENUINE 


MUOTGH CLAN nOSE, 


Embroidered, Plain, 


AND 


SANDAL SILK HOSE. 


Genuine BALBRIGGAN, 
Solid Colored BALBRIGGAN, 
Embroidered BALBRIGGAN. 


NEW AND CHOICE STYLES. 


Broadway, Cor. 19th Street. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 
Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free ‘n- 
spection. 














HAMANN & KOCdi, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 





Indigestion, weak stomach, irregularities of the bowels, cannot 
exist when Hop Bitters are used, 








_ NOT EXACTLY HIS LINE, 


Last evening, after the performance was over | 


at the circus, a young man c on Charini 
and said he wanted to see him on private busi- 


ness, The old veteran took him into his office 


and received him with his usual politeness. 

“I came all the way from Carson to see the 
show, and I’d like to join,” said the young 
man. 

‘Oh, I see,” said the circus-man; “ you are 
a well-formed, healthy-looking young fellow, 
and I'd like to encourage such as you.” 

The youth’s face brightened. 

‘You don’t chew, smoke or drink; I hope ?”’ 

“Oh, no; honor bright—except soda and 
beer.” 

“You must leave off these bad habits. They 
weaken the muscles and paralyze the nerves. 
You can soon stop drinking, but your salary 
will not be large until you have overcome these 
little tendencies. A little lemonade—circus 
lemonade—is all the performers drink, Call 
at 11 o’clock to-morrow morning and I will see 
what I can do. You mustn’t expect over $50 
a week, though, at first. We never pay high 
salaries until we know just what a man can 

The delighted Carsonite went away, and this 
morning was on hand. 

Chiarini took him to a tent where three im- 
mense Bengal tigers were caged. Handing him 
a curry-comb and a pair of shears, he re- 
marked: 

‘* Your duties will be comparitively light at 
first. You will go in the cage and curry the 
animals down every morning, and about once 
a week cut their claws; keep ’em down pretty 
short, so that when they attack the tiger-tamer, 
Mr. Wilson, they won't lacerate him much, 
Sometimes, but not more than once a month, 
you may have occasion to file their teeth. You 
just throw the animal on his back and hold his 
head between your knees. If he acts rough, 
belt him in the nose a few times. Keep belting 
him until he quiets down.” 

‘* Haven’t you got a vacancy in the art de- 
partment ?” asked the young man from Carson. 

‘*Is art your line?” inquired Chiarini. 

‘“‘ Yes,” drawled the young man. “In the 
circuses I’ve always run with I used to paint 
the red stripes on the zebras. I—I killed so 
many tigers keepin’ ’em straight that the boss 
wouldn’t let me handle ’em. He said I used 
’em too rough.” 

Chiarini swears that the terror from Carson 
shall have the first vacancy.—Virginia City 
Chronicle. 

THE Detroit Free Press assures us, on what 
grounds we don’t know, that the great tooth- 
pick monopoly is at an end. In fact, the times 
are getting so hard that no man will buy a 
toothpick when he can just as well use a ten- 
penny nail or a carving-knife—V. Y. Comm, 
Advertiser. 


WE committed a grave error by selecting, in 
this realistic age, so remote a period as that of 
Edward IV. for the subject of adrama. We 
intend to correct this by dramatizing the loose- 
jointed Talmage, and securing Monsieur le 
Compte Joannes to perform the leading réle— 
that of the right leg. To win success in any 
line, one must consult the tastes of the hour,— 
Washington Capital. 

Axout this time the barber and his customer 
get into an earnest political discussion, which 
so distracts the attention of both that the 
barber doesn’t observe, until the bottle becomes 
empty, that he has seen lubricating the cus- 
tomer’s head for forty minutes, and has got in 
the neighborhood of a pint of oil poured on to 
it, which fluid is rapidly working its way 
towards the customer’s boots. And then the 
victim discovers how things stand, and pretty 
soon the police are called in.— Boston Post. 






“RICE $ 5. 
CONTAINS 





The Bodega 


Supplies the very finest imported Wines and Spirits by the 
ttle, gallon or hogshead at wholesale prices; also samples by 


the glass. 
TIMOTHY STEVENS, Proprietor. 


Sole Agent for Juces CLavetie’s Clarets; Marett & Co's. 
Brandies; AckKERMAN-LaURANCE Champagnes; Mackenziz & Co's. 
and MorGAN Bros., Sherries. 


THE BODECA, 


83 Cedar Street & 351 Broadway, N. Y, 


H. O'NEILL & CO, 


Gth Ave., Cor. 20th St., 
‘ NOW OPEN. 


A CHOICE SELECTION OF 
Fine Millinery Goods, 


TRIMMED BONNETS 


AND 


HATS, 


all the latest Novelties in Trimming, 


FINEFRENGHEELT ATS 


all shades and shapes. 


FANCY BIRDS, BREASTS, WINGS, 
Elegant French Costumes, 


LACES AND MADE-UP LACE GOODS. 


A fine assortment of choice designs in 


Imported Costumes, 
WRAPS, &c., 


with those of our own manufacture. 


Housekeeping Goods at low prices. 


Special Induoements in Slack Dress al 


Fancy Goods, Hosiery, Merino Underwear, & 
































SOCIETY 


FOR THE 


PREVENTION 
CRUELTY 


ANIMALS 


HUM. BERGH 


Re oe eR Nate 


AND @ 


OFFICE OF PUCK 3 WARREN ST NEW YORK MATER MERKEL & OTTMANN LITHOG 23 25 WARREN ST N.Y 


THE FRIEND OF THE BRUTES. 








